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CHAPTER    I. 


THE    FOUNTAIX    OF    THE    PINE. 


men. 


T  had  been  all  summer — endless,  cloudless 
summer — from  the  time  of  the  carnival 
violets  to  the  time  of  the  autumn  eycla- 
And  there  was  no  foreboding  of  storm 
or  of  winter  in  the  air  that  day  of  All  Saints, 
though,  whilst  I  knew  it  not,  I  heard  for  the 
last  time  the  soft  low  laughter  of  Pascarel — of  my 
lover; — my  lover  surely,  though  he  spoke  never 
directly  of  love  but  only  uttered  it  in  those  million 
ways  and  words  and  charms  of  touch  and  eloquence 
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of  glance  which  are  love's  truest,  subtlest,  and  most 
perilous  language. 

He  and  I  stayed  in  the  field  behind  the  Solitudine 
and  threw  ourselves  down  there  beside  a  little  thread- 
like brook  wdiose  water  was  all  red  and  purjjle  witli 
anemones.  Little  Tocco  wandered  away  as  his 
habit  was  under  the  stripped  vines  ;  Cocomero  had 
staj^ed  with  Brun6tta  to  help  her,  as  they  said,  beat 
some  linen  in  the  shallow  course  of  the  Mugnone. 
It  w^as  yet  quite  early  in  the  morning,  and  the 
gentle  coolness  of  daj^break  had  not  left  the  air. 

It  is  quite  wild  up  there ;  the  hills  rise  steep  and 
sombre,  theii"  sides  dark  with  the  cypress ;  the 
stream  runs  through  a  deep  gorge,  and  a  bridge 
with  a  pointed  arch  rises  over  it  quaint  and  grey  ; 
at  this  time,  before  the  floods  of  winter  had  come 
down,  it  was  still  shallow,  and  a  man  was  wading  it 
with  a  fishing-net  upon  his  back. 

Southward,  above  us,  rose  the  old  Etrurian  slopes, 
and  the  walls  and  towers  of  the  city  that  perished 
for  daring  to  aspire  to  be  rival  of  the  Scarlet  Lily. 

Westward  towered  the  great  Salviati  pile  amongst 
its  vines  and  olives :  and  low-er  down  was  the  smaller, 
humbler  villa  set  in  a  sea  of  roses,  and  girt  witli 
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willow  and  lemon  and  magnolia,  whither  tlie  great 
nobles  were  wont  to  come  dt)wn  in  the  hush  of  the 
fruit-scented  nights  to  their  love  trysts  ;  directly  at 
our  feet  was  the  gloom  of  the  Solitudine ;  away 
tliere  in  the  far  centre,  betwixt  the  lines  of  hills, 
Florence  was  stretched  as  a  white  swan  may  spread 
her  wings  to  sleep  upon  her  river  nest.  Yet  not  so 
far  but  what  we  heard  each  note  of  her  warning 
chimes ;  for  it  was  the  feast-day  of  the  saints,  as  I 
have  said,  and  the  bells  of  her  countless  churches 
were  calling  to  one  another. 

All  about  us  were  the  vine  lands  and  the  olive 
woods,  the  rich  rank  vegetation  sown  thick  with 
wild  anemones.  And  so  we  resolved  that  there  the 
theatre  should  stand,  and  then  we  threw  ourselves 
down  amidst  the  thick  grass  and  the  trefoil  with  the 
delicate  heads  of  the  cyclamens  about  us  in  tens  of 
thousands. 

"  No  theatre  was  ever  better  placed,"  said  Pas- 
carel,  Ijing  at  my  feet  amongst  the  olives.  "  Not 
even  where  ankle  deep  in  thyme  the  Latins  laughed 
over  the  roaring  fun  of  Plautus.  It  is  a  little  pro- 
fane, I  fear,  to  set  a  playhouse  so  near  the  Badia  ? 

"  WTaen  one  thinks  how  often  those  great  sad 
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eyes  of  Dante's  have  gazed  through  this  same  mist 
of  olive  leaves  away  to  the  dome  of  the  Duomo 
yonder.     It  is  very  profane,  I  am  afraid. 

*'  When  one  thuiks  of  all  those  monks,  too,  of 
San  Marco-in-Urbe,  who  used  to  come  up  here  to 
their  mountain  Badia  to  rest  their  eyes  and  souls 
a  little  out  of  hearing  of  the  city  riot : — Savonarola 
who,  in  all  his  life  of  storm  and  prayer,  and  triumph 
and  torment,  had  time  to  cherish  a  damask  rose- 
tree  : — and  that  bravest  of  brave  souls,  Domenico, 
whom  one  loves,  I  think,  almost  better  than  any 
other  saint  or  hero  of  them  all : — Fra  Bartolommeo 
must  have  worked  here  too ;  though  there  is  not 
his  mark  upon  the  walls  : — and  the  divine  Angelico 
sometmies  left  the  dim  old  convent  down  in  Flo- 
rence to  come  hither  and  paint  for  the  Sohtudine. 

"  They  must  have  been  amongst  his  most  blessed 
days — alone  here  with  his  j^ure  thoughts  and 
visions ;  and  the  precious  colom's  waiting  on  his 
hand  ;  and  about  him  the  sohtude  of  the  cloisters, 
and  the  country  silence  of  the  hill  sides.  How 
wise  he  was, — how  very  wise, — to  put  away  from 
him  the  proffered  mitre  and  the  possible  tiara ! 

"  Yes ;  this  is  every  inch  of  it  haunted  ground, 
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sacred  ground,  though  the  bullocks  tread  it  with 
the  ploughshare  and  the  reapers  strip  the  vines. 

"Do  you  ever  think  of  those  artist-monks  who 
have  strewed  Italy  with  altar-pieces  and  missal 
miniatures  till  there  is  not  an}^  little  lonely  dusky 
town  of  hers  that  is  not  rich  by  art?  Do  you  often 
think  of  them  ?     I  do. 

"  There  must  have  been  a  beaut}'  in  their  lives — 
a  great  beauty — though  they  missed  of  much,  of 
more  than  they  ever  kneAv  or  dreamed  of,  let  us 
hope.  In  visions  of  the  Madonna  they  grew  blind 
to  the  meaning  of  a  woman's  smile,  and  illumi- 
nating the  golden  olive  wreath  above  the  heads  of 
saints  they  lost  the  laughter  of  the  children  under 
the  homely  olive  trees  without. 

"But  they  did  a  noble  work  in  their  day;  and 
leisure  for  meditation  is  no  mean  treasure,  though 
the  modern  world  does  not  number  it  amongst  its 

joys. 

"  One  can  understand  how  men  born  with  nervous 
frames  and  spiritual  fancies  into  the  world  when  it 
was  one  vast  battle-ground,  where  its  thrones  were 
won  by  steel  and  poison,  and  its  religion  enforced 
by  torch  and  faggot,  grew  so  weary  of  the  never- 
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ending  tunnoil,  and  of  the  riotous  life  which  was 
jilways  eitlier  a  ]>a^cant  or  a  slaughter-house,  that 
it  seemed  beautiful  to  them  to  withdraw  themselves 
into  some  peaceful  place  like  this  Badia  and  spend 
their  years  in  stud}'  and  in  recommendation  of  their 
souls  to  God,  with  the  green  and  fruitful  fields 
before  their  cloister  windows,  and  no  intniders  on 
the  summer  stillness  as  they  painted  their  dreams 
of  a  worthier  and  fairer  world  except  the  blue  but- 
terflies that  strayed  in  on  a  sunbeam,  or  the  gold 
porsellini  that  hummed  at  the  lilies  in  the  ^'irgin's 
chalice." 

His  voice  dropped  in  its  dreamy  melody  down  the 
tranquil  air  joining  the  hum  of  the  insects,  the 
chimes  of  the  distant  bells,  and  the  splash  in  the 
shallow  Mugnone  as  the  tisher  waded  over  its  stones. 
Stones  which  were  now  so  dry  that  a  rabbit  could 
have  hopped  from  one  to  another  of  them  without 
wetting  its  white  feet ;  although  in  winter  time  the 
little  mountain  stream  so  often  rages  in  tempest 
and  wrecks  the  homesteads,  and  deluges  stalls  and 
byres. 

He  shifted  his  attitude  a  little,  and  his  hand 
played  amongst  the  anemones ;  the  lights  and  the 
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.sluidows    cliuiifjcd    nil    his   fact*  us  the  boU{,'hs  iibove 
were  blown  to  iiud  tro  hy  tlie  fresh  sen  wiinl. 

"  I  am  not  sure,"  he  went  on,  *'  tliat  if  I  had 
been  born  then  I  shouM  not  liave  been  a  monkish 
painter  myself;  thou;,'h  I  fear  1  should  have  worn  a 
cuirass  like  fighting  l''ra  Benedetto,  and  scaled  the 
walls  like  libertine  Fra  Lippi.  The  Angel  Monk 
would  have  found  no  fraternity,  I  fear,  witli  me. 

'•  Will  lie  be  angered,  think  you,  that  we  set  the 
Arte  so  near  to  his  altar-piece  ? — and  Savonarola, 
who  said  to  all  gaieties  Retro  Satanas  ? — or  Dante, 
who  had  small  patience  with  any  j)ui)pets  or 
pleasure-seekers  ?  He  was  so  much  here,  or  so 
they  say,  when  he  would  withdraw  iVom  Guelph 
and  Ghibelline,  and  be  at  peace  a  little  while. 
One  can  beheve  he  wrote  better  here,  in  the  quiet 
of  the  hills  and  with  sad  Fiesole  so  near,  than  do\vn 
in  the  street  by  San  Martino  where  it  was  all  so 
cramped  and  dark. 

"Yes; — I  am  troubled  about  that; — it  is  ii*re- 
verent  to  set  the  little  lily  flag  of  the  Arte  flying 
here.  And  the  villagers  of  Marco  Vecchio  are  lusty 
of  lung,  and  will  laugh  loud  and  trouble  the  still- 
ness of  the  old  Solitudine.    Yet  it  must  have  heard 
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worse  in  its  time :  many  a  shriek  as  the  Salviati 
steel  went  througli  a  peasant's  breast  for  tlaring  to 
breathe  against  seigneuriul  riglits  ;  many  a  crash 
and  chimour  of  crossed  arms  down  there  in  the 
defile  as  the  lances  of  Hawk  wood  swei)t  from  the 
mountains  ;  many  a  groan  stifled  there  in  the  waters 
as  the  Imperial  reiters  clattered  with  devil's  joy 
through  the  curse  and  the  smoke  of  the  burning 
hill  sides.     Do  you  not  see  it  all  ? 

"  And  Dante,  with  his  crimson  lucco  trailing, 
coming  up  wearily  there  through  ^larco  Vecchio, 
and  glancing  at  the  dead  horses  on  tlie  bridge,  and 
the  empty  casques,  and  the  broken  lance  heads 
amongst  the  glass  under  the  vines,  and  then  going 
on  his  way  into  the  quiet  of  the  Badia,  sick  at 
heart '? 

"  Yes  :  certainly  Dante  must  have  seen  and  heard 
worse  things  than  Toto's  little  cap  and  plume  and 
the  villagers'  harmless  laughter  before  our  stage 
to-night.  And  though  I  have  spoken  evil  and  light 
things  to  you,  donzella,  of  players,  yet  I  am  not 
siu'e  that  we  have  not  done  more  good  if  we  could 
sum  it  up  than  half  the  preachers  and  the  poets. 
With  the  poets  indeed  we  have  gone  hand  in  hand 
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from  nil  time  ;  and  without  us  Shakespeare  and 
liacine,  CuKleron,  unci  CioUloni,  would  liuve  been 
dumb  to  their  nations  ;  and  as  for  the  preachers, 
Savonarola  was  a  good  num  and  true,  and  Francesco 
d'Assissi  was  blessed  of  all  peoples,  and  the  name 
of  San  IJruno  is  great  for  all  time  ;  but  on  the 
whole  1  doubt  if  any  of  them  did  mure  to  bl»»w 
a  health-giving  breeze  through  the  world's  lazar 
houses  than  have  done  in  another  fashion  (»ur 
much    slandered    Pauit«uuime." 

Pascarel  was  silent  awhile  ;  when  he  spoke  it  was 
with  some  imi)atience. 

'*  The  gi'eat  Austrian  diamond,  the  Lemon  Stone, 
was  picked  up  for  two  soldi  in  our  Mercato  Vecchio 
off  a  pedlar's  stall.  If  I  chanced  on  such  luck  as 
that,  donzella !  " 

He  stopped  abruptly  ;  his  thoughts  seemed  to  me 
irrelevant  and  oddly  strung  together — Dante  and 
the  ducal  diamond  ? 

"  If  you  did  ?"  I  echoed.  "  WeU  ?— what  if  vou 
cUd  ?     Tell  me  ?  " 

He  laughed  a  little. 

"  Nay,  the  face  of  the  world  would  be  changed 
for  me.     That  is  all." 
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"  Cliangt'd  !  And  can  you  want  that  '.'  Art-  vuu 
not  happy?  " 

"  Six  months — and  all  my  life  before — I  was. 
Yes." 

My  eyes  fdled  with  a  sudden  rush  of  tears  that 
l)Iotted  out  the  si<dit  of  Florence.     I'or  tlie  first 


*o* 


time  I  thou'dit  liim  cruel. 


"D 


"  That  means — before  you  found  me  !  If  I  tor- 
ment you,  let  me  go  ?  And  yet  sometimes  you 
seem  so  glad  to  have  me  ! — " 

I  was  but  a  child,  and  I  spoke  as  a  child  :  but  the 
fire  that  swept  over  me  from  the  momentarily  up- 
lifted eyes  of  Pascarel,  scorched  the  word  to  silence 
on  my  trembling  mouth. 

He  caught  my  hands  and  kissed  them  with  eager 
and  tremulous  tenderness,  as  his  habit  often  was 
with  me. 

"  Do  not  jest  about  that.  You  are  the  life  of  my 
life,"  he  murmured,  holding  my  luuids  against  his 
lips  the  while.     Then  he  was  silent  too. 

"But,"'  I  whispered  him,  wistfully,  perplexed 
strangely,  and  vaguely  touched  to  apprehension — 
"  but,  if  I  gave  you  pleasure  indeed,  why  shoidd 
vou  be  so  much   less   gav  than  when  vou  knew  me 
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tirst'?  TIhm,  nil  thing's  contt'iite<l  you;  you 
hiught'd,  and  were  never  troubhtl.  And  now  you 
seem  t«>  be  forever  wistful  for  some  fute  you 
have  not ;  yi)U,  who  wt-re  used  to  say  that  you 
would  hardly  chanj^e  with  Boiardo  or  liernardo  !  " 

His  face  was  turned  from   im-  ii>^  he  listened,  and 
he  moved  a  little  restlessly. 

*'  Cara   niia,"  he   said,  endeavouriuj^,  I   tiiought, 

to  speak  more  jestingly,  with  but  little  success,  for 

he  was  too  frank  of  nature  to  counterfeit  well   the 

gaiety  that   in  haiipy   moments  was   so   natural  to 

him — "  oh,  cara   niia,  you    have   read — or  I   have 

recited  to   you  —  the    Orlando    Innamorato    many 

and   many  a  time.     Do   vou  not  remember   how, 

when  Rinaldo   found  himself  in  ^Vi'den,  the  single 

garden-lily    struck     him     to     earth — all     Paladin 

though   ho   was — and   the   blows   of  the  white   and 

red  roses  left  liim  more  dead  than  alive,  and  made 

the  sharp  edge  of  his  good  sword  P'usberta  of  no 

more  strength  or  worth  than  a  straw  ?     Every  man 

comes,  soon  or  late,  to  that  miequal  flower-combat 

in  the  enchanted  forest ;  and  the  armour  that  has 

been  proof  against  the  dragons,  and  the  shield  that 

has     been    undinted    by   the    giants,    are    of    no 
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avail    to   help   him,  once    i»y  the  Fwituiiun    of  the 
rine." 

My  cheeks  grew  warm  and  my  heart  throbhed 
quickly  in  wild  tumult  as  I  heard ;  I  said 
nothing ;  I  felt  a  sweet  dreamy  happiness  steal 
over  me. 

For  was  not  the  garden-lily  that  struck  down 
Rinaldo  the  weapon  of  the  youth  who  was  called 
Love  ? 

And  was  not  the  Fountain  of  tlie  I'ine  the  one 
from  which  Ilinaldo,  drinking  after  the  wounds  of 
the  lily,  grew  blind  to  both  the  worlds  of  truth  and 
mafjic.  and  saw  onlv  "  la  dolce  vista  del  vise 
sereno  "  of  the  Sister  of  the  Lion,  of  the  Rose  of 
Pentecost  ? 

If  he  said  so  much,  whv  not  yet  a  little  more  ? 
the  dim  wonder  of  it  drifted  vaguely  over  me,  but  it 
was  only  vaguely,  for  I  was  hajipy  in  the  knowledge 
that  I  was  dear  to  him,  and  I  was  too  yoimg  to 
question  of  what  sort  or  of  what  strength  this, 
half  silent  and  half  eloquent  love  might  b^. 

**  Let  us  talk  of  what  we  would  do  if  we  found 
another  Lemon  Stone  in  the  market,"  he  said  gaily, 
with   a  certain  impatience  in  his  voice.     *'  Ah,  you 
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nre  nslianu'd  of  mo  tor  Imnkeriiig  after  riclu-s  ut  the 
lust  liki'  tills  ?  \\'rll,  I  am  ashamed  <»f  myself,  hut 
if  I  fuuml  it  I  tluuht  if  I  should  keep  it.  Whatever 
I  own  in  the  evening  is  always  gone  hefore  the  next 
day's  sunset.  Hut  only  think  how  odd  it  must  be, 
to  go  through  the  market  poor  as  Job  ;  hungry 
perhaps,  and  with  the  hot  pavement  scorching  your 
feet  through  the  holes  in  your  boots ;  and  then  to 
see  a  queer-shaped  bit  of  glass,  and  give  a  cijpper- 
j)iece  for  it,  because  you  are  sorry  for  that  poor  old 
wretch,  whose  only  stock  in  trade  is  that  stall  of 
miserable  Roha,  and  then  to  go  home  to  your  garret 
with  it,  and  be  struck  by  some  strange  look  in  it  as 
the  sun's  rays  catch  it  so,  that  you  take  it  over  the 
way  to  your  friend  at  the  little  pharmacy,  who  is  a 
man  of  science  in  his  small  way,  under  his  bmiches 
of  herbs  and  his  glass  retorts  :  and  then  all  at 
once  to  know  that  by  that  sliining  thing  no  bigger 
than  a  walnut,  you  are  become  all  in  a  minute  the 
master  of  a  kingdom — only  think  of  it  all ;  I  could 
almost  talk  myself  mad  with  the  very  fancy  of  it. 
But  in  those  stories  of  diamonds  they  never  tell  us 
what  becomes  of  that  first  buyer  of  it,  who  has  all 
the  real   sorcer}-  and  music   of  its   history.     One 
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would  like  to  know  if  he  ever  went  back  t<»  tin-  mar- 
ket-stall and  shared  his  gains.  One  would  }utpf  he 
always  did  ;  but  human  nature  being  what  it  is,  that 
is  doubtful,  very  doubtful,  I  am  afraid." 

I  listened  to  him  in  some  wonder;  Pascarel,  the 
man  of  all  the  world  to  whom  riches  were  most  in- 
different and  wIkj  had  resisted  all  maimer  of  temp- 
tations and  refused  to  turn  his  genius  int«^  gold — 
to  drrnni  tlius  of  the  treasures  locked  in  a  cube  of 
carbon  !  I  struck  him  (»n  tlie  lijts  with  a  sc(»urge  of 
seeding  grasses,  and  scolded  him  for  his  new-l  .r.j 
avarice. 

"  Dear  donzella,"  he  made  answer  in  his  ca- 
ressing voice,  and  with  more  warmth  on  the  dark- 
ness of  his  face  than  the  sun  brought  there.  **  you 
must  have  read  a  thousand  and  one  eastern  tales  in 
your  time.  IHd  never  you  read  of  the  shepherd 
who  was  quite  happy  guarding  his  flocks  in  the  wide 
Persian  plains,  and  roaming  at  will  with  no  thought 
but  where  to  find  a  fresh  watercourse  when  his 
beasts  were  athirst,  or  a  cool  grove  of  palm  and  date 
wherein  to  lay  him  down  when  the  stars  arose — 
quite  happy  all  his  years,  until  one  day  the  king's 
daughter  rode  by  and  her  shadow  fell  betwixt  him 
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ami  the  sua  '.*  And  \\v  was  hlvlt  iiguiu  ronti'iit  ; 
tiever,  nover  ngaiii.     Have  yf»u  not  rt-ad  of  him  ?  " 

"  But  I  am  not  a  kiii<,''s  (liiu;,'ht<'r !  "  I  cried,  and 
then  was  silent  ;  tliere  on  tlie  hillsiile  that  was 
sown  with  eye  lamen,  close  above  tlie  Hadiu. 

He  lau^dieil  a  little  ;  a  low,  soft,  sad  lauf^h  that 
had  more  tenderness  in  it  than  tears  have : — douht- 
less  at  the  unconscious  ingenuousness  with  which  I 
took  to  myself  the  Persian  talc. 

He  drew  me  down  close  to  him  where  he  leaned 
at  my  feet  amongst  the  grass. 

"  You  come  of  great  people,  I  suppose  ;  people 
who  would  scarcely  care  to  see  you  on  a  strolling 
])layer's  booth.  And  you  have  a  higher  kingdom 
than  any  ;  the  kingdom  of  innocence  ; — wherein  1 
have  no  right  to  trespass." 

He  was  silent  a  long  while,  whilst  the  cliimes 
rung  slowly  from  above,  where  Fiesole  was  calling 
her  scattered  flock  to  the  fold  : 

"  You  have  heard  of  .\laran,"  he  said,  abruptly. 
"  Alaran,  of  Acqui,  who  bore  off  the  daughter  of 
Emperor  Otlio,  and  having  nothing  in  the  world 
but  two  horses,  kept  one  to  convey  her  away  with, 
and  sold   the  other  to   buy  a  hut    in    the  forest, 
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wlieie  hi;  tiinu'd  clmicoal-buruer.  Legend  says 
that  the  iiiiperiiil  Ahtxia  was  happy  as  the  birds  in 
tlic  woods  ill  this  hnnihle  estate,  and  tliat  one  day 
great  Utho  going  hunting  in  all  his  pomp,  after  he 
vus  siinnnoned  to  the  lunnan  crown,  ealled  for  a 
cup  of  water  to  a  peasant-girl,  and  looking  down 
on  tlie  face  of  the  woman  wlu>  brouglit  it,  saw  the 
face  of  Alaxia  gladder,  and  not  a  \shil  less  proud 
than  it  had  been  in  his  owu  palace.  \Vbat  do  y>n 
say  to  the  storv  ?  do  yon  wonder  that  tJie  prin- 
cess was  conti'iit   with  the  hut  in  the  oak  glades?" 

Ilis  eyes  sought  mine  with  eager  wi^tl"ulI.•  T 

laughed  a  little  happily,  and  thought  I  knew  why 
she  had  been  so  glad  there  in  the  charcoal-burner's 
cabin. 

"No  ;  1  i\o  not  wonder,"  I  said,  softly,  more  to 
myself  than  him.  '*  Once  I  should  have  wondered, 
but  now — I  understand." 

He  did  not  ask  me  why,  but  his  hand  closed  fast 
and  warm  on  mine. 

"  Ah  !  mv  donzella,"  he  said  softlv  and  verv* 
sadlv,  after  a  little  time.  "  So  vou  think — so  you 
think,  being  a  child.  But  you  might  repent.  See 
here, — I    am    content    with    my    life — it    is  good 
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ruuiiph  in  it>  \\a),  thonph  nfimeliss  aiul  iruiihss 
also  |H'r)ia|)rv  I  hit  I  cannot  dis^uiBc  from  myself 
that  it  is  not  a  lit  lift'  for  you. 

"You  nri*  truly  ii  *  «lon/tlla  ;  '  you  have  thr 
linnds,  and  tlu'  fnt,  and  tlu*  vtticf  ami  tht*  wayn, 
and  all  tlic  pretty  impirious  graces  that  belong  to 
those  gentle  born. 

*'  You  were  reared  hardly  ?     Yes,  I  know. 

"  lint  you  have  tJie  instincts  of  a  baby  princess 
for  all  that. 

"  Could  you  be  content  always  to  go  a-fuut  in  all 
weathers,  to  sleep  in  little  humble  places,  to  eat 
liomely  fare  as  we  do,  to  live  with  the  pet»ple — the 
Italian  people,  it  is  true,  but  still  the  people  only? 

**  And  that  is  why  1  wish  for  the  Lemon  Stone. 

'*  Do  you  understand  now  ?  " 

I  half  laughed  and  half  cried  as  I  heard  him, 
with  the  glad  golden  morning  all  around,  and  my 
hand  folded  close  in  liis. 

It  was  only  a  sceptre  of  peacock's  plumes  that 
we  had. 

1  knew  that ;  but  it  seemed  to  me  better  than 
the  winged  sceptre  of  gold  and  ivory  that  symbolled 
the  empire  of  the  world. 
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I  tossed  a  shower  of  anemone  cups  above  our 
heads  as  I  cried  to  him, — 

"I  do  not  understand  !  I  do  not  want  to  under- 
stand !  I  sliall  be  content  anvhow,  anvwliere,  any 
time — always — with  you  !  " 

He  let  go  my  hands — for  him  almost  rouphly — 
and  rose  (luickly  to  his  feet,  and  jtaifd  t«»  and  fro 
quickly  under  the  trees  silently,  with  the  broad  flap 
of  his  hat  drawn  down  over  his  eyes.  He  brushed 
and  trampled  the  anemt)nes  ruthlessly  as  he  went ; 
I  could  not  till  what  moved  him,  whether  anger 
or  pain. 

I  loved  him  well — indeed, — loved  him  witii  all  the 
ardour  and  simplicity  vf  a  child  who  had  never 
before  had  any  great  affection  for  any  living  thing  ; 
but  I  missed  that  subtle  sympathy,  that  perfect 
passion  and  patience  which  alone  enable  one  heart 
to  feel  each  pang  or  each  joy  that  makes  another 
beat. 

His  moods  were  as  changeful  as  the  winds,  and 
at  times  there  was  a  restless  impatience  and  depres- 
sion on  him  which  was  far  bevond  mv  understanding. 

I  did  not  comprehend  now  what  I  had  said  amiss  ; 
the  idea  had  occurred  to  me   that  he   was  glowing 
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tired  of  mo,  an<l  it  inatk'  me  sa«l  ;  111  tin-  fnrlv  davs 
lit'  had  lu'Vtr  been  capricious  tliiis.  I  did  not  go  t<« 
liiin  therefore,  hut  sat  still  aninngst  the  grasses  and 
the  fruitless  ht)Ughs  of  the  vines. 

Ah,  Oiomio!  if  I  had  g«>ne  to  hiiu  and  asked 
him  why  he  was  so  grave,  he  might  have  spoken — 
who  knows  ? — anil  the  face  of  the  world  would  have 
been  chnngod  for  us.  I-'or  what  would  I  not  have 
j)ardoned  had  he  asked  me? 

After  a  little  while,  he  mastered  whatever  emo- 
tion had  moved  him,  and  came  to  me  again.  He 
spoke  in  his  old  gentle,  caressing  way,  a  little  colder, 
perhaps,  if  anything,  and  less  gay. 

"  Dear  donzella,  you  are  very  good  to  care  to 
wander  with  me,"  he  said  softly.  "  But  T  fear  it  is 
but  a  sorry  mode  of  existence  for  you;  and  I  fear 
your  horoscope  contained  something  better  for  your 
future  than  a  strolling  player's  homeless  career. 
The  clear  planet  that  presided  over  your  birth  can- 
not have  been  the  tinsel  star  on  the  painted  fore- 
heads of  tlie  Pantomimi.  But,  altro  !  we  have  had 
enough,  and  too  much,  of  such  serious  chatter. 
Some  day  we  must  talk  seriously  indeed,  and  I 
must— but  never  mind  now.     It  is  All  Saints  Day, 
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and,  perliaps  tlie  last  day  of  Rummer.  Tlure  wm 
frost  at  sunrise.  Let  us  be  happy  while  %ve  "  •  , 
rariiia.  Such  a  luonjin^'  as  this,"  he  said,  n* 
a  pause,  laufjliing  himself  l)ark  inU>  tluit  paiety  of 
soul  wliiih  lived  side  hy  side  in  his  nature  with  a 
certain  passionate  an<l  poetic  saduens :  "and  all 
this  red  ^'old  of  autunni  ours,  and  a  whole  long 
sunny  <lay  in  which  to  wander  as  we  like,  it  i» 
infanidus  to  be  nudanchtdy,  i»r  to  be  athirst  for 
lemon  stones,  or  for  anythinj;  more  than  the  p..  I 
that  we  have  pot.  Lean  backward  ti>  be  in  the 
shade  of  that  tree  ;  and  let  your  haml  lie  quiet  in 
mine — so  ;  and  wow  I  will  tell  vtui  a  st«»n'." 

J  loved  his  stories  ;  I  liad  the  insatiable  dcliglit 
in  them  of  a  young  mind  to  which  romances  were 
unknown  :  and  his  skill  in  telling  them  was  mancl- 
lous. 

The  heroical  absurdities  of  the  Morgjuite  ^X  ^ 
giore,  and  the  Furioso,  the  grotesque  fairylaml, 
and  miraculous  adventures  of  Basile  :  the  feuds  and 
love-tales  of  the  ]ioi)ulace,  as  Cortese  sang  them 
fresh  from  the  market-place  of  Masaniello ;  the 
narratives  of  Boccaccio  ;  the  jests  of  lienii ;  the 
comedies  of  Goldoni — all  these  and  their  like  were 
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strij»pt'il  of  till  coarsen « -.7.  aiitl  ImnufiiliM'ss  whidi 
thev  mi^ht  ih)hscss,  and  sorvftl  t«»  im»  dfoorutod  l»y 
Jill  tlu-  ^race  and  playfulness  of  his  own  fancy  added 
to  them. 

I  was  readily  eons«)led  :  when  he  wa8  gay  and 
•^ood  to  me,  no  slmdows  had  power  to  rest  on  me. 

No  lemon  st<»ne  et)ulil  have  added  anvthin;' to  njv 
perfect  peace  and  gladness  as  I  lay  there  under  tlie 
i^ohlen-fruited  pear-tree  amongst  the  cyclamens, 
with  njy  hand  in  his,  listi'iiing  to  the  sweet,  sonorous 
cadence  of  his  voice,  while  the  Lily  of  Florence 
Hoated  on  the  Hag  (»f  the  wooden  theatre,  and  the 
rohins  chirped  amongst  the  many-cohiured  autumn 
blossoms,  and  the  sun  was  high,  and  the  radiance 
was  cU)udless  above  the  Solitudine. 

I  was  a  child  ;  I  needed  nothing  more  than  the 
joy  of  the  moment ;  and  whatever  darkness  he  miglit 
see  in  tlie  future  it  was  all  light  to  me ;  for  did  it 
not  lie  in  tlie  sweet  sunshine  of  his  smile  ? 

It  was  All  Saints  Dav ;  we  could  hear  the  bells 
ringing  in  the  city  all  the  morning  long  ;  we  leaned 
there  on  the  hillside,  and  took  no  thought  for  the 
morrow — the  moiTow  that  was  the  Feast  of  the 
Dead. 
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HAT  evening  he  did  not  play  at  his  Arte, 
and  we  strolled  down  the  hillside  into 
Florence  as  the  sun  set. 
Brunotta  elected  to  sta^'  behind  ;  she  had  some 
shii'ts  to  ii'on,  as  she  said,  and  wished  to  sup  after- 
Avards  with  a  blacksmith's  wife  in  Marco  Vecchio. 
Coco  was  missmg  when  we  left  the  hills,  and  little 
Tocco  alone  ran  beside  us,  throwing  his  ruzzola  as 
gleefully  as  though  he  had  been  six  years  instead  of 
sixteen. 

It  was  a  beautiful  warm  red  and  gold  evening, 
promising  to  be  storm}'  on  the  morrow,  but  splendid 
then,  as  the  sun  set,  and  full  of  odour  from  tlie 
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full  wme-i)ressos  whore  they  stood  beneath  the 
trees,  and  tlie  gl(jw  of  roses  that  burned  over  every 
villa  wall. 

We  went  into  the  city  on  the  carretta  of  a  con- 
tadino  i)iled  with  fresh  hay ;  for  we  cut  hay  all  the 
year  round  in  Ituly. 

The  old  mule  stumbled  down  the  stony  ways ; 
I  sat  amidst  the  flower-sown  gi*asses,  and  drew 
the  dead  daisies  in  it  through  my  fingers ;  Pascarel 
walked  beside  me ;  the  boy  ran  on  before ;  the 
eontadino  told  us  stories  of  his  crops  and  vines, 
and  of  the  i)rices  he  had  made  by  his  wife's  home- 
woven  linen  ;  sometimes  we  had  to  draw  up  against 
the  wall  and  wait  to  let  a  waggon-load  of  gi'apes  go 
by ;  all  along  the  road  the  people  were  sitting  out 
at  their  doors. 

It  had  been  a  good  vintage  time,  and  all  the 
world  was  content ;  at  the  gates  even  the  soldiers 
who  took  the  custom  dues  were  in  good  humour, 
laughing  over  flasks  of  new  red  wine. 

The  city  was  all  life  and  light.  It  was  a  beloved 
feast  of  the  people,  and  the  streets  were  full. 

All  the  bells  were  pealing ;  there  was  music 
everywhere.     Women   leaned   from   the  casements 
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willi  roses  in  tlioir  hnnds.  Over  all  the  place 
there  was  a  curious  dreamy  golden  hue,  deepened 
liere  and  there  into  deep  bronze  shadows,  at  times 
broken  by  a  flush  of  scarlet,  as  a  wotxl  fire  glowed 
through  an  o]><  n  doorway,  at  times  paled  int<»  a 
l)early  coolness  when  the  last  daylifjht  (;leaiued 
u])on  the  marbk'  ol"  a  statue  «»r  a  tomb. 

The  Florentines  were  all  out,  flocking  to  the 
churches,  to  the  theatres,  to  the  bands  of  music, 
to  the  cottee  houses,  playing  dominoes  in  the  street, 
(haunting  praises  at  the  vespers,  wandering  by  the 
river  side,  or  gambling  at  morra  at  the  comers  of 
the  streets. 

"NVe  ate  black  figs  and  drank  black  coflee  hard  bv 
the  old  jtalace  of  the  Strozzi,  with  the  coniice  of 
Cronaca  still  catching  the  sunrays,  whilst  the  walls 
below  were  black  as  night,  and  the  juissers-by  were 
illumined  by  lantern  and  lamplight  shed  from  door- 
way and  casement,  and  little  bright  specks  of  flame 
like  glowworms  sparkled  as  the  stands  of  the 
chesnut-sellers  wandered  from  place  to  place,  and 
the  vendors  of  amaretti  and  brigidini  shouted  from 
corner  to  corner. 

Then  having  long  before  lost  little  Tocco,  where 
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some  strpct-tombi'lii  i.u  i.>\-,  and  fruits  linfl  at- 
tnicteil  liiin,  we  too  waiultTfil  iiwuy,  ami  strayed 
witli  othei-s  ui>  the  stairs  of  the  littlr  Loggo 
tlieatre,  above  tlie  old  niediaval  gi-anary,  and 
lau^'lied  i>nr  hearts  out  over  the  merry  nudodies 
of  Don  Hueefalo,  and  tluii  came  out  again  intt) 
the  streets  into  the  starli^dit. 

**  To-niorrow  will  be  tlie  Feast  of  the  l>ead,  " 
said  Pascarel,  his  voice  drooping  softly,  as  we  went 
through  the  Street  of  the  Dead.  "  There  will  be 
only  the  sound  of  the  Miserere  all  over  Florence 
to-morrow. 

"  Well,  no  city  has  so  true  a  cause  to  pray  for 
her  dead,  for  none  other  has  dead  so  great. 

"Will  any  pray  for  Ginevra,  1  wonder?  I 
think  you  will,  gioja  mia.  Do  you  not  see  her, 
on  just  such  a  night  as  this,  flying  down  this  very 
place  ? 

"  There  is  no  story  so  perfect  as  the  Ginevra 
tale. 

"  The  dreadful  loneliness  of  the  great  dome  as 
she  awoke  beneath  it ;  the  vast  haunted  stillness, 
with  here  and  there  the  whiteness  of  a  moonbeam  ; 
these  quiet  gloomy  streets  at  midnight ;  the  black 
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shadows  ;  these  yawiiiii;,'  anliways,  like  the  j^utcB  of 
toinhs  ;  the  trembling,  hunted,  heart-sick  thing, 
witli  licr  Itjire  feet  wounded  uu  the  stones,  and  the 
gnivc-clothes  falliiif^  froiii  her  shivering  limbH ; 
ever^'where  denial,  incredulity,  lu»rror,  KU]H>rstitiuD ; 
everywhere  the  closed  wicket  and  the  crj'  of  terror 
as  at  some  unearthly  apparition. 

"  'riitii  iit  last  the  lover's  tlireshold,  the  timid 
sununons  of  despair,  the  open  duur,  llic  instant 
welcome  ;  not  a  doubt,  not  a  question,  not  a  fear — 
AVhat  matter  whether  living  or  dead,  of  heaven  or 
of  hell  '.> 

"  What  matter  whence  she  cnme  ? 

"  What  matter  what  she  brought  ? 

*'  Welcome,  thrice  welcome,  as  flowers  in  the 
Alaytime. 

"  Welcome  and  jirocious — since  the  faci-  was 
hers  f 

His  voice  had  a  thrill  of  passion  in  it  that  seemed 
upon  my  ear,  in  the  silence  of  the  deserted  street, 
sweet  as  the  song  of  nightingales  in  the  ilex  forest-s 
in  the  nights  of  Midsummer.  I  felt — without  well 
knowing  what  I  felt — that  it  was  not  of  Ginevra 
only  he  was  thinking. 
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"  Aiitl  it  was  Jill  true  too,  hert-  m  this  Via  della 
Morte,"  he  said,  very  softly  and  sadly,  after  awhilt-, 
dmwinj^  me  tli»st'r  apiinst  him  us  we  went  under 
the  solemn  shadow  of  the  letuiin^  walls  ;  and  he 
uncovered  his  head  reverently  in  the  moonlight,  as 
though  tliere  had  passed  by  iiim  ail  th»jse  tlead,  for 
whom  his  Florence  on  the  morrow  would  beseech 
her  God. 

We  went  on  in  silence  until  we  had  passed 
through  the  Gate  of  San  Gallo  to  go  homewards 
towards  the  hills. 

"  That  cost  us  in  all  just  four  soldi,"  lau«,'hed 
rascarel,  as  the  citv  barriers  closed  behind  us. 
*'  Figs  and  coflee  and  music,  and  all  for  the  price 
a  rich  man  gives  for  one  cigar,  (»r  one  peach,  away 
in  Pai-is.  What  do  we  want  with  a  Lemon  Stone  ? 
Our  coffee  would  be  in  eggshell  china,  to  be  sure, 
and  we  should  have  red  velvet  ann  chairs  at  the 
Pergola  ;  but  should  we  be  any  the  hapi)ier  really  ? 
tell  me,  donzella,  should  we  ?  " 

"How  could  we  be  any  happier?"  I  answered 
him  dreamily. 

It  had  only  cost  four  soldi,  that  sweet  starlight 
evening,   amongst  the   laughter  of  the  people  and 
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the  riijgiiij,'  <ii(l(iicf  of  tin-  Jiiuefalo  ;  hut  what  of 
tlmt  ? 

Tlu-  fihulncss  was  with  us  that  never  come* 
twice  in  11  lifetime,  and  (»ur  hearts  ha<!  an  echi»  for 
the    niusie    tliat    made    it    sweet    as    tlie  '  t 

angels. 

He  did  n(»t   answ«'r. 

As  1  glanced  at  his  face,  tli<  »,  ur.s  %,  certain 
vague     dis({uietude    u])on    it    thu  there   all 

suddenly,  while  his  eves  beamed  on  nnne  in  the 
shadows,  with  the  look  that  had  nn\de  silence  fall 
between  us  that  day  beside  the  Kio  Gonlin. 

"  Ah,  carina,  you  do  not  know,  you  do  not 
know,"  he  murmmvd  softly. 

AVliat  was  it  that  I  did  not  know?  That  look  in 
his  eyes  nnide  my  heart  beat  in  a  strangt-  tumult, 
and  I  did  nt>t  ask  him. 

^Ve  went  in  silence  up  the  hilly  road,  with  the 
stars  shining  overhead.  He  passed  his  arm  around 
me  to  aid  me  in  the  toilsome  way,  and  drew  my 
hand  in  his. 

No  palace  floor  strewn  with  roses  was  ever  softer 
to  the  sandalled  feet  of  an  eastern  queen  than 
seemed  that  stonv  drearv  wnv  to  me. 
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The  ruail  vvus  tjuiU;  ile»erU.'tl  ut  llmt  hour.  The 
moonrays  maih'  it  white  ami  cahn. 

The  ihiht  of  it  was  changed  to  silver,  and  its 
ja<,'ged  walls  sii-nied  like  ivory  wht-re  the  li^^ht 
touched  thiin,  and  like  nnilachite  and  porpliyry 
where  the  green  ivy  uml  tlie  golden  vine  leaves 
crossed  each  other. 

I'roiu  tije  winepresses  full  of  juice  «>f  th'-  grapes 
there  came  strong  fruitlike  odours. 

In  the  stilhu^s  we  ccudd  liear  the  goals  browsing 
oft"  tiie  grass  untler  the  stripped  vines.  There 
were  sweet  scents  of  roses,  of  paisture,  of  grazing 
cattle,  as  we  passed  the  villa  gates.  Away  in  tlie 
city  below  there  was  a  sound  of  men  singing 
to  the  diords  of  a  lute.  Above,  against  the 
lustre  of  the  skies,  rose  the  white  outlin<-^  of  sad 
Fiesole. 

We  paused  a  moment  to  rest  within  the  garden 
walls  of  a  villino.  Cj^jresses  were  swanng  plume- 
like  in  the  wind  ;  wild  roses  were  blowing,  half- 
closed,  with  the  dews  shut  in  their  hearts ;  a  stream 
of  water  dropped  slowly  into  a  marble  shell ; 
clusters  of  yellow  grapes  hung  about  a  broken 
statue  of  dead  Hyacinthus. 
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We  st()<»(l  tlurc  clnsv  together,  with  the  htarH 
aViove  us,  and  on  tlie  cool  night  air  tlie  bcent  of 
the  crushed  grapes  and  faUen  leaves. 

In  tlie  soft  gl«)oni,  his  eyes  bunied  into  mine; 
his  arms  drew  ine  closer ;  his  lips  touched  my 
hands,  niv  cheeks,  mv  throat. 

Are  there  any  who  have  not  known  these  hours? 
— they  havi'  lieard  hut  half  the  lanL'tiaize,  have  seen 
hut  half  the  siin. 

We  spoke  hut   little.      ^^  hat  .ii<  n    i-i 

words  ? 

We  went  slowly,  after  aulnle,  homeward  up  the 
road,  which  at  another  time  would  have  Reemed 
steep  and  dreary  enough,  hut  to  me  was  Iw^autiful 
as  the  earth  cim  only  be  once  in  the  length  of  any 
life. 

There  were  no  lights  in  Mur«H'  Vecchio,  nor  in 
the  little   humble    place  whrr'  had   made    our 

dwelling.  There  was  only  the  iiiot»nlight  glistening 
on  the  convent  walls  above  up<ni  the  heights,  and  a 
falling  star  that  ran  swift  and  bright  until  it  dropped 
in  the  sea  of  the  olive  woods. 

I  went  up  to  my  little  bare  chamber,  where  the 
brick  floor  was  white  from  the  ravs  of  the  mtx)n. 
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lie  sUiyed  without,  walkinp  to  and  im  benoatli 
the  bronznl  leaves  of  the  wahmts. 

I  was  sleepltss  and  full  of  those  drcains  bom  of 
niemorv,  which  are  sweeter  than  all  tlu'  dreams  of 
fancy. 

The  small  square  casement  of  my  chamber  wa« 
hung  round  with  thick  acanthus  coils ;  beymid 
them  the  sUirs  of  ( )rion  gleamed  in  tlie  deep  blue 
<jf  the  skies. 

All  the  hillsitle  slopctl  away  dniily  t«»wards  Flo- 
rence, pale  uiuUr  the  moon,  and  only  black  where 
the  cypress  grew.  The  worn  nuirbles  and  dulled 
frescos  of  the  old  historic  villas  gleamed  like 
silver,  and  below  in  the  valley  the  lights  of  the 
city  glowed  as  a  cluster  of  lucciole  glows  in  the 
harvest  amidst  the  blowing  maize. 

The  roof  of  the  house  was  low  ;  the  ui)j)er 
chambers  were  underneath  the  eaves,  some  broken 
blocks  of  macigno,  gi'own  over  by  a  fig-tree,  were 
beneath  my  window.  He,  looking  upward,  saw  me 
leaning  there. 

He  paused  a  moment  ;  then,  lithe  as  a  deer, 
swung  himself  by  the  boughs  of  the  fig  until  he 
could  touch  me  where  he  stood. 

VOL.   HI.  D 
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The  prent  dark  leaves  were  all  j-uu'j  tiuii  .  i1j« 
moonlight  was  upon  his  fiici-.     lie  drew  my  hn*  '- 
j.hoiit  his  netk,  and  nuiniiured  the  sweetest  wi)nlh 
of  passion    that    lie   in   the    tonj^iie    of   Ta- 
lionico,  of  FrjUKTsia. 

The  jierfect  night  was  all  around  us.     We  m  <  ;  ■ 
alone  henciith  tho  thrDhhing  stars,  amidst  tlie  burn- 
ing roses. 

TlunT,  in  the  old  Prndia.  iiitii.  (irtaiuiiig  ■- 1 
hiaven,  had  missed  the  htavcii  that  we  entcn-d  by 
a  touch,  a  look,  a  breath. 


CIlvriKK    III 


SUXIII8E. 


\.\\    :iwaikc     for    very     liHjijtiiKNS     iiiai 
nij^ht,   an«l  rose  so  soon  as  the   sun  came 
over    tlio    hills    ami    through    the    hroad 
screen  of  the  i'v^  f<»lia{;e. 

It  was  a  beautiful  wet,  cool  dewy  world  into 
which  I  ran  joyous  and  bare-headed  from  out  the 
little  lowly  capanna  on  to  the  misty  side  of  the 
hills. 

I  was  a  child  in  my  joy ;  I  was  full  of  the  pre- 
sent ;  I  had  no  thought  beyond ;  I  reasoned  on 
nothing  ;  I  reflected  on  nothing ;  I  only  wanted  to 
hoar  him  say  once  more  he  loved  me. 

Life  was  not  more  real  to  me  than  if  we  had  been 
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^enii,  like  tlic  Gwyii  Arauii  he  envied  ;  it  wjis  a 
WDudi'ifiil  porfL'ct  tloweilike  thiiij^  that  I  liehi  in 
eagi'iness  and  ecstasy,  doubting  ut)t  that  it  cuine 
from  (i(k1. 

I  nui  inti)  the  sweet,  coKl,  rosy,  mihij.  m.-imii^, 
with  the  hion/.c  of  the  re(ldened  vine  K-aveh  nbiMit 
my  h-ct,  ami  looked  u])  at  tlie  hhie  sky  and  hiu^hed 
a  litth'  j^hidly  and  h»w,  and  tlien  fell  my  eye«  fill 
with  delicious  teal's,  and  st<K)d  still,  wondering  if 
ever  any  creature  hud  lu«ii   s.i  hhs>r«l  as  I, 

About  mc  was  all  the  g»dd  an«l  crimson  of  the 
autumn  foliage ;  the  wlude  liill-nide  seemed  to  bum 
with  it  up  ti>  the  hrowu  walls  i»f  the  old  Badia ;  hut 
away  in  the  valley  tlnri'  was  a  dense  white  fog  in 
whiih  Florence  was  hidden  frt>m  sight  ;  even  the 
golden  cross  of  her  catliedral  was  no  hingt  r 
visible.  # 

1  dropped  on  to  a  stone  bench  in  the  olive 
orchard  of  the  cottage,  and  sat  and  dreamed,  and 
listened  for  the  footfall  oi  Pascarel.  But  all  was 
quite  silent  round  me. 

"My  heart  f\  11  a  little.  1  had  thought  that  he 
would  have  been  watching  as  eagerly  for  the  dawn 
as  I  was. 
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After  a  while  bells  bt{;uu  t*  iin;^  iii  the  city  under 
the  pule  shadows  uf  thu  fog.  I  could  hear  them 
where  I  sat  on  the  hill-side ;  hut  they  soumhtl 
niunicd  and  sad. 

A  wi»nian  tame  thrt)U^,'h  the  olives  to  cross  the 
bridge  of  San  Mano.  She  passed  nie  closely  :  she 
was  weeping  <|uielly. 

I  looked  at  her  in  a  sort  of  wonder ;  in  this  worM 
— my  beautiful,  wonderful  fairy  worhi — how  was 
any  sorrow  possible  ? 

"  I  go  to  pray  for  my  lost  childn  n,"  she  sai«l, 
gently,  in  answer  to  the  look  upon  my  face.  "  It  is 
the  Feast  of  the  Dead.  May  you  never  know  grief, 
my  pretty  signorina." 

She  went  on  under  the  olives.  I  shivered  a 
little  where  I  sat,  with  the  red  vine  coils  bright 
about  my  feet :  the  mists  dense  as  clouds  in  the 
valley. 

Florence  was  veiled  in  her  white  sliroud  ;  she  was 
mourning  her  dead. 

I  had  forgotten  what  the  dav  was. 

I  gave  a  swift  thought  to  the  lonely  nameless 
graves  in  cold  Verona. 
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"VMiat  had  happened  ?     Nothing. 
And  yet  in  the  stead  of  my  perfect  joy  there  stole 
on  me  a  vague  fear. 


CHAPTER    IV. 


srxsET. 


'LL  was  quite  still  on  the  hill- side. 

A  few  peasants  went  through  the  trees 
to  matins  in  the  old  monastery  church. 
The    bells   rang    on    wearily    and     mournfully, 
echoing  through  the  fog. 

Little  Tocco  ran  down  to  me  with   a  nizzola  in 
his  hand. 

'*  He  went  into  the  town  before  the  sun  was  up  ; 
he  left  me  this  for  you." 

On   it   Pascarel   had  written,    ''I  must  go  into 
Florence,  but  will  be  back  ere  sunset." 

A  great  darkness  fell  on  me.     The  bells  seemed 
to  be  wailing  for  the  dead. 


40  FASCARkL. 


Jt  was  only  n  <liiy,  indeed  ;  but  then  I  had 
dreamed  such  perfect  dreams  of  tliis  single  little 
day  amongst  the  red  autumn  leaves,  hearing  of  Iuh 
love  forever  and  forever  and  forever,  «nd  yet  never 
enough.  Alone  with  him  on  these  haunted  sacred 
hills. 

A  lattice  wns  tlirown  sharply  open  :  a  shrill  voire 
called — 

"  He  is  gone  into  the  tuwn,  aiul  ne\ti  Iti  me 
know  ;  and  I  want  coffee,  and  pins,  and  a  shoestring, 
and  the  saints  know  what  not !  and  iu>thing  is  to 
be  had  in  this  beastly  place,  be  it  ever  so.  Toccd, 
run  in  the  village  and  see  if  vou  can  buv  auL'ht 
worth  the  eating.  Hi:  would  never  cared  if  he  lived 
on  acorns  !  " 

It  was  Brunotta  making  her  dailv  lamentation. 

I  rose,  and  wandered  away  out  of  hearing :  that 
little  sharp  voluble  voice  jarred  upon  me. 

Little  Tocc5  passed  me,  running  with  a  few  scudi 
to  do  her  errand. 

I  stayed  him  a  moment  on  the  hill. 

"  Do  you  know  w'hy  he  is  gone  ?  "  I  asked  him. 
wistful!}'. 

Tocco  shook  his  curlv  head. 
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"Xot  I.  r>ut  T  tliiiik-  lit  least  the  cowluTtl  sai«l 
so — tlmt  he  seemed  troublt'<l  as  he  left  the  house  at 
(lay-dawn.  Perhaps  he  is  gone  to  pray  for  someone 
dead.  It  is  the  day  of  the  dead,  you  know.  IJut  I 
must  niak«'  haste,  signorina,  or  Bruuotta  will  box 
my  ears,  surely." 

The  liul  fh'W  down  the  slope  and  armss  the  hridt!c 
to  the  village.  I  strayed  away  amongst  the  olives, 
choosing  hunger  in  that  peace  and  stillness  rather 
than  encounter  the  perpetually  ringing  chimeB  of 
Brunottu's  chatter. 

Under  the  wall  of  the  ^'illll  of  Mario  a  dairywoman 
gave  me  a  draught  of  milk  and  \\  crust,  and  I  wan- 
dered by  myself  all  the  morning,  dreaming,  dream- 
ing, dreaming  always  of  him.     Of  him  alone. 

Had  he  gone  to  pray  for  any  dead  that  he  loved  ? 

My  heart  for  a  moment  was  heavy  at  the  thought. 
I  was  jealous  even  of  a  memory  that  might  be 
dear  to  him ;  but  not  for  very  long.  He  loved  me 
now. 

What  matter  the  rest  ? 

So  many  hands  had  touched  the  mandoline — yes, 
no  doubt.  But  I  had  a  sweet,  vague  sui'e  instinct 
that  one  chord  had  been  reached  by  me  alone. 
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When  the  day  had  passed  the  meridian,  all   iu\ 
spirits  rose  again.     He  had  said  that  he  would  be 
hack  before  sunset.     I  might  hope  for  him  every 
moment. 

I  returned  tlirough  the  fields  and  orchards 
lingeringly  and  happily ;  the  mists  had  all  lifted  by 
noon. 

It  was  anotlior  dear  summer-like  day.  1  he 
golden  cross  of  the  duomo  glittered  in  the  hollow 
where  the  city  lay.    . 

In  the  village,  the  people,  having  prayed  for 
their  dead,  were  out  in  their  holiday  gear  ;  thej' 
were  talking  cheerfully  of  the  abmulant  vintage, 
and  some  of  them  were  dancing  inider  the  red 
vine  foliage  to  the  sound  of  a  flute  and  a  fiddle. 

I  saw.  afar  off,  Brunotta,  brave  in  a  scarlet  kirtle 
and  white  bodice,  with  the  amber  beads  of  St. 
'John's  Day  round  her  throat,  merrily  footing  the 
salterrello  with  a  brawny  blacksmith  of  San  ^larco . 
Her  white  teeth  shone,  her  little  rosy  face  laughed, 
her  small  plump  feet  twinkled  ceaselessly,  the  sun- 
shine feU  about  her,  the  gold  and  bronze  of  the 
dying  vine  leaves  hung  above  her  head  ;  she  was  as 
happy  as  a  grillo  in  the  grasses. 
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I  went  into  tlir  ;i:il(U'li  ul  till-  rajMiiiui  we  imu 
lodged  at  und  siit  dnwii  in  w  green  nook  of  it, 
whence  I  could  see  the  bridge  and  the  white  road 
bevond  as  it  shelved  dt)wn  towards  Florence. 

I  lost  sight  of  the  dancers  under  the  vines,  but  I 
could  watch  him  come  uj)  from  the  city,  or  tly  to 
meet  him  if  no  one  looked. 

The  little  garden  was  gay  with  all  kinds  of  au- 
tumn flowers  ;  for  the  daughter  of  the  house  was 
one  of  the  flowersellers  of  Florence.  'J'here  were 
great  bands  of  scarlet  salvia  blossoming,  and  many 
yellow  heads  of  gourds  and  pumpkins. 

A  pergola  stretched  from  the  threshold  to  the 
garden  wicket ;  gi'apes  still  hung  on  it,  and  the 
leafage  was  a  brilliant  tangle  of  red  and  green  and 
gold.  I  sat  on  a  bench  in  one  corner  of  this,  whence 
I  could  see  the  shallow  sunlit  river ;  children  were 
wading  in  it  with  many  joyous  cries,  and  a  grey 
mule  was  drinking  at  the  ford. 

I  was  shut  in  by  the  green  leaves. 

Now  and  then  a  great  lustrous  bee  or  moth  went 
humming  through  the  bean  blossoms.  I  could  see 
through  the  vine  foliage  the  white  wall  of  the 
house  and  the   open  window   of  the  kitchen ;    the 
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})iidiuiiii  went  to  unci  fro  i)ast  the  window  in  a 
white  coif  and  a  red  petticoat,  with  copper  vcgsels 
in  her  hands. 

Lazily,  every  now  and  tlien,  1  hfted  my  arm  over 
my  head,  and  drew  down  one  of  the  grapes  off  the 
clusters  that  hunfj;  ahove  tljere.  A  grey  cat  was 
walking  slowly  through  the  nuize  of  tiie  pumpkins 
on  tlie  ground.  Beyond  the  garden  walls  U»ere 
were  the  fields  ami  the  vinevards,  and  beyond  all 
these  again,  Fiesole  and  the  mountains. 

Ave  INIaria  hells  were  ringing  dreamily  down  in 
the  valdarno. 

It  was  five  of  the  clock  in  the  afternoon  ;  there 
was  no  light  on  the  sun-dial  on  the  wall,  but  a 
tawny  glow  like  molten  gold  was  shed  over  every- 
thing from  the  western  skies  above  the  liills. 

The  rabbits  were  scudding  with  bustle  and  glee 
amongst  the  cabbages.  Far  away  at  the  other  end 
of  the  garden  two  little  children  were  gathering 
great  yellow  pears  off  the  side  of  a  shed,  eating  and 
huighing  as  they  filled  the  rush  baskets  with  the 
fruit. 

A  white  pigeon  spread  silver  wings  against  the 
deep  cloudless  blue  of  the  sky.     The  houseleek  on 
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the  rod  sloping  roof  turned  to  vivitl  '^"Ui.  1  he 
woman  of  the  house  huunned  to  herself  fragments 
of  sonj^  ns  she  went  to  and  fro  past  lier  open 
window;  and  I  ctudd  hear  the  merry  music  f»f  the 
flute  where  the  viUagers  were  still  dancing. 

Wliy  do  r  tliiiik  n{  all  these  things'?  T  do  not 
know  :  only  the  leaves  and  the  tl<twers,  and  the 
heasts  and  the  unconscious  people  that  have  all 
been  jibout  one  in  any  great  misery  seem  to  become 
a  portion  of  it,  and  burn  themselves  into  one's  brain 
— forever. 

The  sadness  of  the  daybreak  had  passed  away 
from  me  witli  the  vanished  mists.  My  future 
seemed  to  glow  before  me — golden,  beautiful,  indis- 
tinct, sacred,  as  the  cross  of  the  cathedral  glowed 
down  in  the  valley. 

I  sat  and  dreamed  over  the  tender  music  of  his 
voice,  which  could  lend  to  the  simplest  phrase  or 
commonest  gi'eeting  all  the  eloquence  of  a  caress. 

For  the  last  time  in  my  life  I  was  happy  w  ith 
that  perfect  happiness  only  possible  in  extreme 
youth,  which  is  only  half  conscious  of  itself,  and 
does  not  awaken  to  question  either  its  wisdom  or  its 
hereafter. 
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After  a  wliile  tlicre  was  a  rustle  ami  a  ntep,  and 
iJrunotta,  hut  and  tired,   pushed   her   way   t  i 

tlie  leaves. 

She  stopped  short  as  she  saw  me. 

"  I  thouf^'ht  you  were  on  the  hills,  signoriiia."  she 
said,  sullenly,  ami  stood  posed  on  one  foot,  lil<'-  « 
little  sulky  lurd,  as  her  habit  was  when  not  quite  ui 
her  case. 

I  looked  up  and  smiled  on  her.  I  loved  every 
living  thing  that  day,  and  though  she  had  heen 
capricious  and  t>ut  of  temper  with  me  recently,  I  had 
never  forgotten  all  the  goodness  she  had  shown  me 
in  the  early  days  of  my  wanderings  with  the  Arte. 

"Have  you  had  a  good  dance,  Brunotta  ?  "  I 
asked  her.  *'  I  saw  you  in  the  village  with  that  big 
black  Domcnico." 

"  There  is  no  harm  in  stretching  one's  limbs 
awhile,"  said  Briuiotta,  sulkily,  as  though  I  had 
accused  her  of  some  fault.  "  I  went  to  mass  in  the 
morning,  of  course.  Of  course  one  always  prays 
for  the  dead.  Thev  never  haunt  vou  if  vou  do. 
Though,  for.the  matter  of  that.  I  knew  a  good  soul  in 
Casentiuo  who  paid  a  dozen  masses  every  Quaresima 
to  keep  her  husband  quiet  in  his  grave,  and  it  was 
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all  not  one  bit  of  use;  he  wais  ii  pedliir,  uiid  was 
thouj^ht  nmnUrt'il  lor  gooil  ami  all  by  brigaiuls,  but 
just  when  she  was  married  to  a  rieh  poulterer,  ami 
comfortable,  he  eame  to  life  a<^ain,  and  all  the  ehureli 
money  was   wasted   that  she  had  i)ai«l  for  six  years 

»  I  » 

uud  more; — if  that  was  not  enough  to  try  a  wonnm  ! 
— still,  I  always  say  prayers  for  them,  for  they  ean 
do  one  a  great  deal  of  hurt  if  they  like.  And  I  am 
always  afraid  my  old  father  nniy  come  any  night,  for 
there  was  a  nnitter  of  fifteen  soldi  for  goat's  milk  that 
we  (pmrrelled  about  the  very  day  he  fell  down  in  a  tit; 
and  his  yery  last  words  were,  *  If  I  get  out  of  my  grave, 
I  \vill  have  those  soldi,  you  wicked  wendi.'  lie  said 
that  even  with  L'Olio  Santo  upon  him." 

And  Brunotta  paused,  overcome  with  her  recol- 
lections, looking  vaguely  and  still  sulkily  at  me,  as 
she  rested  one  foot  on  the  other. 

I  listened  with  a  little  wonder ;  it  was  the  first 
time  she  had  ever  spoken  of  her  father,  though  she 
had  often  told  me  of  the  cruelties  of  her  foster- 
mother  in  Casentino ;  and  this  dying  thought  of 
the  soldi  seemed  to  me  wholly  unlike  the  gay, 
ironical,  humorous  and  whimsically  proud  man 
whom  Pascarel  had  so  often  described  to  me  as  the 
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•graver  of  the  prince's  Luiuncl  ai)on  the  old  tin 
tinker's  pot. 

Moreover,  if  Pascftrel  had  l)0(.'ii  fifteen  when  liis 
father  liad  died,  liow  could  Brunutta,  who  was  so 
many  many  years  younger  than  he,  remember  tlie 
dead  man  at  all '? 

"  Vuu  mean  your  f(»^ter-m<»ther's  husband?"  I 
said,  looking  away  down  the  white  road  and  think- 
ing little  of  her,  only  eagerly  watching  for  the 
shadow  so  familiar  and  so  dear  to  me  to  fall  across 
the  sunny  bridge. 

"  I  mean  my  father,"  said  Brunotta,  stubbornly, 
and  was  silent,  with  the  guilty,  conscious,  cunning 
look  upon  her  face  that  she  had  worn  on  the  day  of 
the  San  Giovanni. 

I  did  not  think  much  of  her. 

My  eyes  went  across  the  bridge  to  that  little 
white  glimpse  of  road  on  which  with  ever}'  second  I 
lioped  to  see  the  elastic  slender  figure,  the  white 
dress,  the  dark  oval  face,  like  an  old  picture,  that  I 
had  so  often  watched  for  in  such  happy  hours,  but 
never  watched  for  with  such  a  beating,  eager, 
tremulous  heart  as  now. 

When  at  lust  I  looktnl  at  her  she  was  still  in  the 
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sftiiie  position,  lodking  like  an  angered  rliitUUii 
chilli,  but  with  a  certiiin  apprehensive  cunning  «»u 
her  ruddy  face. 

"  ^Vhy,  IJrunotta,  how  you  sliire  at  nie !  "  I  cried, 
growing  a  little  tired  of  her  gaze.  "  Is  there  any- 
thing strange  in  me  to-day  ?  " 

In  answer,  her  lip  foil,  her  jdump  shoulders 
heaved,  and  she  began  to  sob  aloud. 

My  heart  stoo<l  still  with  terror.  My  fancy  flew 
to  every  kind  of  evil  that  might  have  befallen  him. 

"  Vfimi  is  it  ? "  I  cried,  breathless  with  fear. 
"  Any  accident — any  sorrow — to  him?" 

Brun6tta  dropped  at  my  feet  in  the  dust,  a  little 
ruffled  heap,  like  a  gay-plumnged  bird  that  is  beaten 
down  by  the  rain. 

"  lie  is  well  enough  !  Or  I  daresay  lie  is,"  she 
muttered,  sitting  there  upon  the  sand. 

She  caught  hold  of  my  skii'ts  with  both  hands, 
and  hid  her  face,  and  began  to  sob  aloud. 

"  No,  no,  he  is  well  enough.  It  is  you,  signorina. 
Will  you  go  away,  and  let  us  be  happy  once  more  ? 
We  were  so  happj'  before  you  came.  I  have  been 
telling  him  so,  ever  so  many  daj's  past,  but  it  is  all 
no  use.      You  have  bewitched  him,  and  he  cares 
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nothing  for  me.  Will  you  be  generous  and  go 
away  ?  You  are  so  handsome,  and  men  core  so 
much  for  you.  It  will  be  sure  to  be  well  with  you 
anywhere." 

"  Go  away  !  "  I  echoed,  stupidly.  I  thought  I 
could  not  fairly  be  awake. 

**  I  was  so  sorrv  for  v«ni  in  the  wikhI  that  dnv," 
she  went  on,  pushing  my  skirts  aside,  and  speaking 
in  petulant  passion,  while  her  round  black  eyes 
swam  in  tears.  "  Ali,  Holy  Gesu !  It  is  always 
one's  good  deeds  that  turn  round  and  sting  us  like 
wasps.  It  is  very  hard  to  do  right  in  this  world. 
It  costs  one  so  much.  And  I  was  fond  of  you, 
(lonzella  ;  oh  yes  !  I  am  fond  i>f  you  still, 
if  only  you  will  go  right  away.  I  will  pray 
for  you  iii;j[ht  and  morning  to  our  own  black 
Madonna  of  Imi)runeta,  and  she  will  look  after 
you,  and  see  you  want  for  nothing.  I  am  sure 
she  will  if  I  ask  hor ;  for  I  never  miss  mass 
on  her  feasts — not  once  ;  and  whenever  I  have  owed 
her  a  candle  for  :iny  good  that  she  did  me  I  always 
have  paid  it,  in  the  very  finest  wax,  too.  She  will 
care  for  you,  that  I  am  sure  ;  and,  besides,  what  will 
vou  want  for,  anvwhere '?     You  can  do  as  vou  w  ill 
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witli  uit'ii.  Tlu're  is  no  Ktrcngth  like  tlmt  strength. 
It  comes  to  one  here  and  there,  in  tens  of  millions, 
they  siiy  :  and  ymi  liave  it.  I  «lo  not  pruilge  you  it. 
Uh  no.      1  woulil  ni»t  have  you  think  that^ " 

"Think  wliat  ?  "  I  cried  to  her,  still  amazed  and 
bewildered,  and  not  dreaming  the  truth. 

*' That  I  am  jeaU)Urt  of  you.  Oli  no,  I  am  not 
jealous.  But  if  you  would  just  go  away.  ^Ve 
were  so  well  till  you  came.  'I'hat  first  night  he  was 
wise  and  1  tiie  fot)l.  He  said  to  me,  '  Wliy  hind  up 
witii  our  hedgerow  flowers  this  beautiful  stray  hot- 
lumse  rose?'  And  1.  like  a  fo(d,  only  laughed  at 
him,  and  saw  no  harm.  Though,  of  course,  I  might 
have  known  full  well  what  tlio  end  would  be.  He 
will  kill  me,  I  daresay,  for  speaking  to  you.  So  he 
must.     I  would  rather  die." 

I  rose  and  drew  awav  the  hem  of  my  dress  with 
which  her  hands  were  nervously  playing.  I  looked 
down  on  her  in  incredulous  amaze. 

"  Are  you  mad,  Brunotta  ?  "What  is  it  you  mean  '? 
How  can  I  hurt  you  ?  Cannot  you  speak  simply 
and  straightly,  and  say  what  it  is  that  you  want? 

She  cast  a  scared  glance  down  the  long  green 

aisle  of  the  pergola  to  make  herself  sure  she   was 
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not  overheard  :  there  was  only  at  tlie  fartlier  end 
the  wliite  wall  of  the  house  and  the  open  casement, 
with  the  woman  still  moving  to  and  fro  and  still 
sinfjiiiff. 

"  I  mean  you  to  go  away,"  she  muttered,  under 
lior  l)realli,  with  a  certain  sound  almost  of  fierceness 
in  her  voice.  "  To  leave  him.  Cannot  you  under- 
stand ?  " 

"No,  T  do  not  understand.  Why  should  you 
want  me  away '?  You  were  tlie  first  who  asked  me 
to  stay.  ^^>u  mean  something  more,  Brunotta. 
Speak  out " 

"I  know  T  was  the  first  to  ask  ycm  to  wait  with 
us,"  she  cried,  with  a  great  soh,  half  of  pain,  half  <»f 
passion.  *'  Have  T  not  said  it  is  always  what  we  do 
best  that  most  hurts  us.  It  is  always  so.  I  speak 
as  plainly  as  I  can.     I  tell  you  to  go. 

"  He  will  kill  me,  no  doubt ;  so  he  must.  From 
the  very  first  you  bowitchod  him. 

"I  might  have  known  a  man  as  poor  as  PascarM 
does  not  give  away  twelve  gold  florins,  making 
believe  they  Avere  got  back  from  a  thief,  without 
love  having  something  to  say  in  it.  He  worked 
very   hard    to   make  up   those  florins ;    he    did  all 
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kinds  of  coopers'  and  coppirsinitlis'  work  ever  so 
long,  an<i  you  never  knew. 

"  You  wore  so  glad  to  get  back  your  florins  you 
believed  any  tollies  be  t(dd  you. 

'*  He  bas  loveil  you  lVt»iu  tbe  first,  tbat  I  am  sure, 
riiat  djiy  wbcn  lie  ball"  killed  tbe  Sicilian  it  was  out 
of  rage  for  you,  not  for  nie.  And  only  look  at  bini 
now ! 

"  Before  be  saw  you,  tbere  was  not  sucb  a  gay- 
bearted,  niiscbief-loving,  careless  creature  in  all 
tbe  country.  He  loved  bis  wine,  and  bis  wit,  and 
bis  comrades,  and  bis  nonsense,  and  be  bad  kisses 
and  jests  for  eveiy  woman  be  met.  1  was  never 
jealous  of  them. 

**  And  now  not  once  in  ten  times  will  be  sup 
witli  tbe  men  wben  tbey  ask  bim :  as  for  tbe 
women,  be  never  looks  at  one  ;  and  wben  be  is 
alone — I  mean  wben  you  are  not  tbere — be  just 
sits  dreaming,  di'eamiiig,  dreaming,  and  never  a 
word  to  tlirow  at  a  dog  !  " 

She  paused,  breatliless  from  the  rapidity  and 
vehemence  of  her  words,  and  I  stood  as  breathless 
before  her.  My  face  burned ;  my  heart  beat ;  my 
brain  whii'led.     All  wonder,  all  oflfence,  all  amaze- 
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ment,  were  dro^\'necl  in  me  under  the  flood  of  my 
own  delicious  liappiness — he  loved  me. 

T  (lid  not  think  to  answer  Ikt.  I  was  thinking 
only  of  that  ])erfect  syniimtliy,  tliis  unutterable  glad- 
ness, which  bound  my  life  to  his  with  silver  cords. 

A  strolling  i)hiyer  !  I  could  have  hiughed  aloud 
in  delicious  mockery  of  my  eld  dead  pride.  A 
tinker's  son  !  What  matter  '?  I  tried  in  my  heart  ; 
I  knew  him  a  king  amongst  men. 

The  little  shrill,  petulant  voice  of  Brun6tta  came 
strangely  on  my  ears,  as  tliough  from  far,  very  far 
away. 

"  He  will  kill  mo  if  ever  he  know  !  "  she  was 
crying.  "  For  he  said  to  me  that  first  night  when 
we  had  found  you  in  the  wood,  '  Not  a  word.  l»nj- 
notta,  never  a  word — as  vou  value  mv  love  ami  vour 
life.'  And  I  promised  him  ;  nay,  I  swore  by  all 
the  saints  that  I  would  never  tell. 

"  No  doubt  they  ^^•ill  burn  me  below,  sometime, 
for  that ;  though  if  they  put  women  in  hell  for  just 
breaking  their  word,  I  cannot  think  how  tluy  tin«l 
room  in  the  i)lace. 

"  It  is  bad  to  break  a  promise,  1  know.  Init  1 
have  begged  Pascarel  to   send  you  away  from  us. 
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and  he  will  n«>t.  And  so  at  last  I  must  speak,  and 
I  will.  It  is  tliret' years  aj^'o  last  S«ui  (Giovanni's 
day  since  he  said  to  n»e,  '  ritcinina,  will  you  wandtr 
with  UR' '? ' 

"  Wc  Wire  at  the  fireworks  »)n  the  C'arraia  bridge, 
you  know,  and  I  was  frightened  and  screamed 
because  a  rocket  fell  near  me  ;  and  he  lifted  me 
down  into  a  boat  he  had  gt>t  on  the  river ;  and  there 
were  young  men  with  liim,  and  coloured  lunthorns, 
and  wines  and  sweetmeats,  and  they  sang  ;  and  it  was 
all  so  men-y  and  good,  that  when  he  asked  me  I 
thought  the  life  would  be  one  big  feast  day  always. 

"  And  I  was  so  sick  of  the  casentino,  and  the 
goats  and  the  strawplaiting  ;  and  one  had  to  tell  a 
thousand  lies  to  get  a  scudo  for  oneself,  the  old 
people  were  so  shaq^  and  so  mean  ;  and  then  all  one's 
savings  went  in  absolution,  of  course  ;  and  such  a 
fuss  to  get  leave  to  go  ofi"  to  a  fair  as  never  was, 
and  such  a  rage  if  a  yoimgster  kissed  one !  I 
remember  being  beaten  black  and  blue  by  the  old 
woman  after  this  very  fail-  up  here  at  Fiesole  be- 
cause I  went  to  have  my  fortune  told  at  the  Buda, 
and  there  was  a  brave-looking  boy  from  Prato  who 
was  full  of  money,  and " 
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She  stopped  mid  tuluured  aiU  over  to  the  brown 
rings  of  her  i)retty  hair,  and  ghmced  at  me  with 
cunning  eyes,  whilst  I  listened,  comprehending 
nothing  tlmt  she  said,  and  waiting  in  asti)nislied 
silence  to  hear  the  purport  f>f  lur  words. 

"  So  you  see,  sigiiurina,"  she  went  on,  brealli- 
lessly,  "  1  thought  to  mystlf,  when  Pascarel  in  his 
boat,  said  to  me,  lialf  joking,  '  Pretty  bird,  will  you 
flyaway  with  us*?'  I  thought  to  mystlf  I  wouhi 
jump  at  it,  and  get  away  once  and  for  all  from  tho 
goats  and  the  plaiting  ;  and  then,  you  know,  Pascarcl 
looks  like  a  manpiis  ;  and  I  knew  I  should  dance  as 
much  as  ever  I  liked  ;  and  who  could  tell  that  he 
had  it  in  him  to  be  such  a  tyrant,  and  would  make 
such  a  fuss  about  taking  a  trinket  ? 

"  I^ver  since  that  Giovanni's  night  I  have  been 
true  to  him,  quite  true  to  him,  that  I  vow ;  and  if  I 
have  had  a  nookkerchief  here  and  an  ejuring  there 
from  a  man  or  two,  what  does  it  signify  7 

*'  I  have  never  given  anything  back  for  it,  that 
I  swear  by  all  the  saints — scarce  a  fair  word  even, 
for  rascarel  is  so  fierce.  And  how  can  one  live  in  a 
playhouse  as  if  one  were  in  a  convent  ?  It  is 
ridiculous    to  say  such  things;    and    if   one    may 
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not    laugh     ami    gossip,     wliatrvtr    is    lift'    wmtli 
liaviiig '? 

'*  And  I  liave  put  up  with  all  that,  thougli  at  my 
age  one  does  not  like  to  he  cooped  up  like  an 
abbess  ;  and  I  have  borne  with  his  ttinptr — and  it 
can  be  a  horrid  one,  as  vou  miiiht  see  that  dav  with 
poor  Rosello  Brun — and  I  have  always  luul  a  ntrt- 
that  he  should  have  a  good  supper,  though  f<>r  liiiii- 
selt'  he  never  knows  whether  he  is  eating  a  capon 
or  a  crow. 

"And  then  all  in  a  minutt-  it  is  the  don/ella  this, 
the  donzella  that,  and  one  is  set  aside  in  everything 
— a  stranger,  who  has  not  even  so  much  as  a  silver 
bodkin  for  her  hair  that  she  can  call  her  own. 

"  But  if  you  will  go  away  it  will  be  well  again. 

"It  is  your  face  bewitches  him  ;  and  that  pretty, 
proud,  saucy  way  you  have  with  you.  Uut  it 
you  will  go  away  he  will  think  ncjthing  about 
you  in  a  month.  He  forgets  very  soon,  does 
Pascarel." 

I  heard  her  in  jierfect  bewilderment,  my  thoughts 
too  astray  in  tlieii"  own  sweet  confusion  for  me  to 
be  able  fairly  to  seize  the  sense  of  her  words. 

"  But,  Brunotta,  I  cannot  understand,"  I  mur- 
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niund.  "  ^^^ly  should  you  not  liave  come  with 
your  brotlipr  when  you  found  him  »>ii  (ii«>viinni's 
ni^^'lit  ?  and  wliy  shouM  I  be  asked  to  go  away  now 
tliat  lio " 

I  stopped  abruptly.  My  face  bumecl,  and  I 
turned  a  little  away  from  her.  I  remembered  that 
the  affection  between  us  was  his  secret,  and  must 
not  be  f,'iven  to  the  winds  by  me. 

Brunotta's  liands  (hitched  ner>*ously  at  the 
scarlet  fringes  of  lier  dancing  skirt  ;  her  face  paled 
a  little  under  its  ruddy  brown  ;  her  eyes  glanced 
slyly  through  the  leaves;  she  strained  her  throat  tt» 
see  that  there  was  no  hearer  in  the  little  garden  or  at 
the  wicket  in  the  acacia  hedge  ;  then  she  dropped  her 
head  sullenly,  and.  with  a  little  cunning  laugh,  lik*- 
a  child  when  it  has  broken  some  precious  toy, 
muttered  beneath  her  breath — 

"  Signorina,  he  is  not  my  brother  I  " 

"  Not  your  brother?"  I  echoed,  vaguely. 

Her  meaning  did  not  dawn  on  mc.  I  had  never 
been  deceived  bv  any  creature  ;  so  far  as  I  knew,  no 
one  had  ever  told  me  an  imtruth  ;  to  give  and  receive 
good  faith  had  always  seemed  to  me  a  law  of  life  as 
natural  as  to  draw  the  breath. 
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And  of  any  evil  T  luid  but  tl>e  uiost  shadowv 
conception.  There  were  women  in  tlie  world  who 
were  wicked  ;  so  niudi  I  kmw  ;  hut  t>f  wlmt  shHpi' 
or  nieaninj^  their  wiikedness  took  I  hud  but  the 
vaguest  iniaj^inin;,'. 

"  No  !  Nobody  hut  a  baby  like  you  would  ever 
have  believed  that  folly,"  said  Binin^tta,  still 
crourho(l  at  my  feet  in  tlie  dust,  her  fingers  plucking 
at  her  scarlet  fringe.  **  How  you  should  ever  have 
believed  it  I  cannot  think.  There  have  been  thou- 
sands and  thousands  of  things  that  ougiit  to  have 
told  you  if  you  had  not  been  as  blind  as  an  owl  in 
the  daylight.  But  if  you  will  just  go  away,  it  will 
be  as  if  it  never  had  been.  You  must  never 
say  that  I  told  you;  ho  would  nnu'der  me.  (ro 
away  quietly.  You  will  come  to  no  harm,  ^'nu 
have  a  face  that  is  your  friend  anywhere.  And 
I  will  pray  to  our  Lady  for  you,  I  will,  honestly, 
and  -she  will  have  a  care  of  you.  ^\  henever  I 
have  promised  her  anything  I  have  always  paid 
it  faithfully.  ^Ve  fell  in  with  a  horrible  storm  off 
Catania  once,  and  I  vowed  her  three  pounds 
of  candles  if  we  got  out  of  it  safe,  and  I  bought 
them    in    the    very   finest   wax   £Uid   offered   them 
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up  at  San  Frediano  the  moment  I  set  foot  in 
Florence " 

"  Not  your  brother  ?  "  I  eclioed,  dreamily  watch- 
ing the  gi'ey  cat  straying  amongst  the  i)umi)kins. 
"  You  mean  you  were  only  his  foster-sister.  I  am 
not  astonished  at  that." 

"  He  is  no  brother  of  mme  at  all,"  she  retorted, 
sullenly.  "  I  tell  you  he  is  no  kith  nor  kin  of  mine. 
I  only  saw  him  for  the  first  thne  that  San  Gio- 
vanni's day  three  years  and  more  ago.  I  had  never 
set  eyes  ujion  him  before.  You  miglit  have  guessed 
at  once — only  you  are  such  a  baby.  And  I  never 
would  have  told  you,  only  1  know  you  love  him 
yom'self,  and  he  loves  you." 

I  listened  with  a  strange  sound  like  rushing 
waters  beating  at  my  brain.  I  did  not  understand, 
and  yet  the  gi-een  fields,  the  red  vine-leaves,  the 
evening  sky,  that  had  gi'own  gi-ey  as  the  sun  had 
sunk  behind  the  hills — all  eddied  round  me  in  a 
dizzy  maze. 

A  man — any  man,  however  base,  I  think — would 
have  had  pity  on  niv  innocence  and  bewildennent. 
]^ut  a  woman  who  is  jealous  has  no  pity,  and  Bru- 
ii6tta  had  none. 
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She  laughed,  a   fDirod    little    liui;,'li,  hanl,  cum 
ning,  niul   cruel — a  laugli  of  envy  ami   vengeance 
together. 

**  How  strange  you  look,  signorina  !  I  am  sure 
I  never  dreamt  you  half  believed  that  story.  ^Vh«J 
that  had  eyes  in  their  heads  could  think  he  was  my 
brother  ?  " 

**  Not  3'our  brother  ? "  I  echoed  the  words 
mechanically. 

That  falsehoods  were  daily  human  food,  that  a 
lie  was  the  small  brass  coinage  in  which  the  inter- 
change of  the  world  was  carried  on  to  the  equal 
convenience  of  all,  was  a  truth  of  wIulIi  1  had  no 
suspicion. 

"  Not  your  brother  !  "  I  repeated  again.  "  Wliat 
do  you  mean  ?     What  is  he,  then  ?  " 

A  deadly  coldness  clutched  at  my  heart  as  I 
spoke.  I  did  not  know  what  I  feared  or  what  I 
thought,  but  a  gi'eat  woe  seemed  suddenly  to  gather 
close  about  me. 

Brunotta  threw  herself  on  her  knees  at  my  feet 
in  the  chequered  shadows  from  the  foliage  overhead. 
She  sobbed  convulsively  in  a  passion  of  repentance 
and  of  tears. 
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"  I  had  sworn  to  him  never  to  tell  you.  And 
Tiow  I  have  told  ;  and  he  will  kill  me  if  ever  he 
know. 

"When  we  met  you  in  the  wood  that  miserable 
day,  and  I,  hke  a  fool,  asked  j'ou  to  join  your  life 
with  ours,  he  took  me  aside,  and  he  said  to 
me,  '  What  does  the  donzella  think  that  we  are 
to  each  other  ? '  And  I  answered  liim  tliat  you 
had  taken  it  into  your  head  that  I  was  his  sister, 
and  that  I  had  not  contradicted  you — that  was 
all. 

"  Then  he  said  to  me,  *  So  let  it  rest,  then.  Mark 
my  word  ;  I  will  not  have  her  ears  soiled  with  the 
truth.  She  is  innocence  itself.  If  she  go  with 
us  she  must  never  know.  It  is  a  sorry  sort  of  j^ro- 
tection,  but  she  might  fall  under  worse.'  And  that 
night  he  made  me  solemnly  promise  him — nay,  I 
swore  to  the  saints — that  I  would  never  tell  you  the 
truth  of  my  relation  with  him. 

"I  meant  to  keep  my  word;  I  did,  indeed.  I 
never  was  tempted  to  break  it  till  that  storm  about 
Rosello  Brun.  That  made  me  feel  mad  against 
you. 

"  At  first  I  had  thought,  *  She  is  a  donzella;  she 
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will  find  her  own  great  people  ;  it  will  only  be  for  a 
little  space.'  And  I  felt  a  sort  of  love  for  you ;  I 
did  indeed.     You  were  so  different  to  me. 

"  But  after  tliat  my  eyes  were  opened,  and  I  liave 
watched  him,  and  I  have  seen  that  it  was  you  whom 
he  loved,  and  not  me  any  longer ;  and  then  I  have 
thought  and  thought,  '  If  I  let  her  stay  with  him, 
soon  he  will  not  so  much  as  cast  a  look  at  me,'  and 
that  made  me  mad  ;  and  I  said  to  myself,  *  Wliy 
should  I  be  so  coy  with  her,  and  not  tell  her  the 
truth,  when  it  is  easy  to  see  she  would  ask  nothing 
better  than  to  be  in  my  place.' 

"  The  people  do  nought  but  talk  of  him  and  you. 
They  know  what  such  amicizla  means,  if  you  do 
not ;  and  very  nice  it  is  for  me  to  hear  their  jokes 
at  m}'  expense. 

"  And  then  to  hearken  to  him,  always — the  don- 
zella  this  and  that,  and  such  care  had  of  you  as 
if  you  were  a  princess  born,  when  all  the  while  you 
are  a  lesser  thing  than  I,  for  what,  pray,  do  you 
ever  do  to  get  your  bread  ?  But  I  wash,  and  bake, 
and  stew,  and  mend  his  linen,  and  do  all  manner 
of  things — to  say  nothing  of  my  bringing  in  money 
for  him  by  my  dancing ;  while  you  lead  a  life  like 
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any  cockered-up  peacock  on  a  villa  teirace,  though 
all  the  time,  as  everyone  knows,  it  costs  Pascarel 
half  the  theatre's  receij)ts  to  keep  you  and  to  pay 
your  lodgings. 

**  And  yesterda}-^  I  saw  him  look  at  you — just  with 
that  look  in  his  eyes  that  it  is  like  a  sorcery  for 
one ;  and  I  would  not  wait  any  longer.  I  said, 
'  She  shall  know  to-day,  and  I  will  see  if  she  will 
go,  or  if  she  will  wait  and  oust  me  and  take  my  place. 
It  is  best  to  know  the  worst  straight  at  once.'  " 

I  stood  and  heard. 


'^m^, 


CHArTER    V. 


NIGHTFALL. 

REMEMBER  staring  at  the  russet  leaves 
and  the  blue  sky,    at  the  diildren  under 
the   pear-tree    and    the     grey     cat    that 
walked     amongst     the    yellow     pumpkins.       And 
that  it  could  be  the  same  world,  that  it  could  be 
going  on  in  the  same  light  and  laughter,  seemed 
to  me  horrible,  hideous,  incredible. 
For.  me  the  world  was  dead. 
I  did  not  speak ;  I  did  not  move. 
Brunotta  grovelled,  frightened   and   sobbing,   at 
my  feet.     The  beautiful  vine  foliage,  the  drooping 
grapes,  the  shimmering   of    sum-ays   through   the 
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darkness  of  the  leaves,  the  blaze  of  sunset  light  on 
the  white  wall  beyond,  the  gleam  of  scarlet  from 
the  woman's  kerchief  moving  to  and  fro  in  the 
window,  the  silver  glisten  of  the  earrings  in  the 
bowed  head  at  my  feet — they  went  giddily  round, 
and  round,  and  round  in  a  sickening  whirl  of 
colour  before  my  blinded  eyes. 

For  nianv  and  nianv  a  month  afterwards, 
whenever  I  closed  my  eyes  at  night,  I  saw  them 
still. 

"  You  will  not  tell  liim,  donzella  ?  "  wliispered 
the  poor,  little,  treacherous,  cowardly  creature  on  the 
earth  before  me,  clutching  closer  the  hem  of  my 
skirts.  "  You  do  not  know  what  his  passion  can 
be.  He  would  kill  me.  He  would  kill  me  surely. 
If  vou  do  not  care  for  him,  go  away  ;  go  straight 
away,  and  I  shall  be  happy  again ;  he  so  soon 
forgets.  But  if  you  love  him,  as  I  think,  best  say 
so  to  me  straight  out.  I  will  make  an  end  of  my 
life  some  way ;  it  does  not  hurt  much.  And  I 
could  not  live  to  stand  by  and  see  you  take  my 
place " 

**  Your  place  !  " 

The    outrage    broke    the    spell    that    held    me 
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paralysed.  Poor,  little,  foolish,  ignorant,  coarse- 
tibred  son!  !  How  could  she  know  the  shame  she 
did  me  ?  How  could  she  tell  the  unbearable  torture 
to  me  of  that  level  with  herself  to  which  all  ig- 
norautly  she  dragged  me. 

But  in  the  pain  and  desperation  of  my  wound  I 
was  incapable  of  excuse  or  justice  for  her. 

I  was  stunned  and  maddened  by  the  shock  of  the 
tirst  sense  of  falsehood,  the  first  perception  of  evil, 
the  first  hoiTor  of  treachery  that  had  ever  touched 
me. 

Some  indescribable  unkno^^^l  guilt  seemed  to  rise 
around  me,  like  noxious  fumes  of  baleful  fires,  and 
stitle  all  the  young  life  in  me.  Of  the  sin  of  the 
world  I  knew  nothing ;  of  the  treason  of  it  I  knew 
as  little. 

That  I  had  been  betraj^ed,  insulted,  outraged, 
was  rather  an  instinct  with  me  than  any  reasoned 
knowledge.  He  had  deceived  me ;  that  was  all  I 
knew,  and  all  I  cared  to  know. 

She  grovelled  in  the  sand  before  me,  clutching 
my  skirts,  bathing  my  feet  with  her  tears, 
beseeching  me  not  to  reveal  her  broken  troth  to 
him. 

F  2 
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When  I  tliought  that  he  had  loved  h(  r,  and  then 
loved  me — oh  God  !  how  wretched,  base,  and  poor 
a  thing  I  grew  in  my  own  sight ! 

I  loathed  myself  as  much  as  I  loathed  her  :  and 
yet,  great  heavens !  how  I  hated  her,  because  his 
lips  had  touched  hers  ;  because  she,  too,  had  known 
tliat  touch,  that  smile,  that  kiss  which,  child  as 
I  was,  I  would  have  given  niv  hie  awav  to  win  one 
hour ! 

And  he  loved  her !  this  timorous,  treacherous, 
base-born,  base-bred  fool,  who  was  not  even  true 
to  him,  who  had  not  even  such  poor,  simple, 
natural  virtue  in  her  as  lies  in  loyalty  and  in  good 
faith. 

All  the  blood  in  me  biu-ned  like  a  flame.  1  drew 
my  skirts  from  her  grasp,  and  thrust  her  away  with 
my  foot.  Looking  back  on  the  unutterable  passion 
and  horror  of  that  time,  I  wonder  now  I  did  not 
strike  her. 

I  understand  how  men  strike  women — men  who 
are  not  cowards  either. 

"  You  will  not  tell  him  ?  "  she  moaned,  draggmg 
herself  upon  her  knees  again  to  me.  "You  will  not 
tell  him  ?     You  do  not  know  how  violent  he  can  be 
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ill  his  rage.     You   will   not   tell   him  '?     lie   would 
kill  me." 

I  thrust  her  afjiiin  from  me  with  an  unutterahle 
loathing.  He  hiul  loved  lur !  loved  this  craven 
tiling  which  could  dare  betray  him,  and  yet  not  dare 
to  brave  his  vengeance. 

"  No  ;  I  will  not  tell  him,"  I  answered  her  ;  the 
words  seemed  to  suffocate  me  as  I  spoke. 

She  had  been  good  to  me  once  ;  in  lur  way  she 
had  shown  me  hospitality  and  good  will  ;  she  was 
safe  from  an}'  revenge  of  mine. 

A  sudden  fear  seemed  to  fall  on  her  with  my 
answer ;  not  fear  for  herself,  but  fear  of  me.  No 
doubt  my  face  looked  strange  to  her — there,  where 
I  stood  in  the  vine  shadows,  with  the  golden  sunset 
world  reeling  around  me,  and  all  the  beauty  of  my 
young  life  struck  dead  in  me  at  one  blow. 

"  Are  you  going  away  ?  "  she  muttered,  under  her 
breath.  "  How  you  look  !  I  wish  now  I  had  not 
told  you.     If  you  love  him  indeed  so  much " 

I  seized  and  shook  her,  mute. 

"  Oh  fool,  fool,  fool !  "  I  cried  to  her.  "  Have 
you  no  fear  that  /  may  kill  you  ?  " 

I  thrust  her  away  once  again  with  such  violence 
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that  she  was  driven  from  me,  like  a  spurned  dog, 
under  the  shadows  of  the  leaves  ;  and  she  shivered 
a  little  and  crouched,  and  then  rose  slowly  on  her 
feet  and  stood  shivering  and  sore  afraid.  But  I 
had  taught  her  silence. 

I  left  her  there,  and  went  down  the  green  length 
of  the  i3ergola,  out  of  the  gold  of  the  sunny  garden, 
across  the  archway  of  the  threshold,  and  so  on  into 
the  darkness  and  the  coldness  of  the  house. 

At  every  step  I  dreaded  to  hear  the  voice  of 
Pascarel. 

I  went  up  to  my  own  little  room,  and  barred  the 
door,  and  flung  myself  on  my  bed  in  a  stupor  of 
misery. 

All  my  faith  in  God  and  man  seemed  killed  in 
me. 


CHAPTER  VI. 


ALONG    THE    MOUNTAIN'S. 


|GAIXST  the  little  square  of  the  open  win- 
dow the  breeze  gently  blew  the  clusters 
of  roses  that  had  clmibed  there ;  the  chirp 
of  the  birds  was  shrill  on  the  silence ;  there  was  a 
soft  splash  of  water  below  as  some  one  filled  and 
refilled  the  metal  pail  at  the  well.  All  these  things 
were  distinct  to  me  and  horrible.  My  love  was 
dead  ;  why  were  not  all  other  things  dead  too  ? 

I  did  not  cry  aloud,  and  my  eyes  were  dry ;  what 
I  had  heard,  and  the  shame  of  it,  seemed  to  have 
scorched  and  shrivelled  all  the  life  in  me.  I  was 
little  more  than  a  child.     I  was  all  instinct ;  I  had 
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no  reason.  I  abandoned  myself  without  meditation 
or  analysis  to  any  impulse  of  the  moment. 

My  love  for  liim  had  been  one  of  the  noblest, 
sweetest,  purest  impulses  of  my  life.  It  Inul  been 
better  than  myself.  All  love,  if  it  be  worth  any- 
thing, is  higher  than  the  nature  that  begets  it. 

My  love  had  subjugated  all  weaker  and  vainer 
things  in  me  ;  it  had  vancpiished  my  pride,  and 
my  selfishness  had  been  subdued  and  destroynd 
by  it. 

It  had  been  passionless  because  quite  childlike;  it 
had  been  quite  happy  only  to  see  him  come  and  go, 
to  have  the  clasp  of  his  hand,  to  listen  to  his  fancies 
and  his  dreams ;  it  had  possibly  irritated  him  often 
by  its  unconsciousness  and  its  contentment  in  so 
little ;  and  yet  it  had  been  intense  with  all  its  inno- 
cence, and,  in  its  way,  perfect. 

Had  I  been  older  I  should  have  paused  and 
weighed  awhile  these  cruel  doubts  that  had  fallen 
on  me,  like  drops  of  scalding  lead  upon  an  open 
w^ound. 

Had  I  been  truer  and  more  faithful  I  should 
have  known  that  the  love  of  a  woman  to  be  worth 
aught  must  be  dog-like,   and  take  good   and  evil 
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alike  in  implicit  faith,  jiiid  kiss  tlu'  (.lurishcd  liaiid 
that  deals  the  blow. 

Had  1  been  wiser  in  the  world's  wisdom  I  should 
have  been  able  to  nu-nsure  the  emptiness  and  the 
weariness  of  these  mindless  ties,  t)f  the  soulless 
bondage  woven  that  fatal  ni;4ht,  wh(>n,  for  sake  of  a 
rosy  face  and  a  smilin<^'  mouth,  he  had  said,  "  will 
you  wander  with  me  ?  "  as  the  boat  shot  awaiy  in  the 
nioonliLjht. 

But  I  was  only  a  child,  and  I  loM-d  ]\\in  with  a 
child's  ignorance  and  a  woman's  narrowness,  and  I 
was  only  alive  to  the  one  intolerable  unutterable 
shame  which  seemed  to  fall  on  me  with  the  coarse 
invective  of  this  creature,  who  begrudged  her  place 
to  me. 

And  with  it  all,  a  nobler  desjiair,  a  deadlier  woe, 
smote  me  in  the  sense — so  slow  to  dawn  on  me,  so 
blasphemous,  as  it  still  seemed  to  me — that  he 
could  have  told  a  falsehood  to  me,  that  he  could 
have  let  me  live  on  and  on  and  on,  unthinking  and 
unsuspecting,  in  the  tainted  sunshine,  in  the 
plague-smitten  beauty,  of  a  paradise  of  lies. 

Since  then  I  have  known  passions  that  beside  it 
were    as    the  rushing   stream   of   lava   beside   the 
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limpid  mountain  burn  ;  yet  I  doubt  if  I  bave  ever 
known  a  love,  more  purely  and  perfectly  love,  tlian 
this  I  then  bore  to  Pasearel. 

And  it  was  all  dead — worse  than  dead  ;  struck 
in  the  eyes,  as  it  were,  with  all  the  insult  of  a 
blinding  blow.  At  a  stroke,  the  words  of  this 
poor  false  fool,  had  dragged  it  down  from  the 
heaven  of  its  innocent  exaltation,  and  levelled  it 
with  all  that  was  poorest,  basest,  meanest,  coarsest, 
in  the*  acrid  jealousies  of  women  and  the  amorous 
infidelities  of  men. 

Her  jealousy  degraded  me  in  my  own  sight. 

Beyond  every  other  thing  I  was  proud.  The 
evil  had  been  subdued  by  his  influence,  but  never 
uprooted  ;  beneath  the  sting  of  torture  it  rose  up  in 
tenfold  strength. 

"  Take  her  place — take  her  place  !  " 

I  said  the  words  that  had  outraged  me  a  thou- 
sand times  over  and  over  again  between  my  locked 
teeth.  There  were  times  when  the  ferocity  of  a 
beast  awoke  in  me,  and  I  was  on  fii-e  to  spring  at 
her  throat  and  kill  her. 

For  he  had  loved  her  once  :  so  I  believed,  at  least ; 
I  who  knew  nothing  of  men  or  women  either. 
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Nothing  of  the  brevity  of  the  mere  desire  of  the 
senses.  Nothing  of  the  leaden  weight  of  a  sensual 
bondage.  Nothing  of  the  languid  reluctance  of  a 
sated  fancy  to  strike  and  free  itself.  Nothing  of 
the  indolent  impulses  and  mindless  passions  with 
which  the  heart  of  a  man  may  be  drawn  hither  and 
thither  without  once  touching  or  sighting  the  goal 
of  its  ideal.  Nothing  of  all  which  might  have  given 
pardon  to  him,  to  her,  to  myself. 

The  innocence  of  youth  is  cruel,  because  it  is  of 
necessity  also  ignorance,  and  ignorance  is  cruelty 
always. 

I  did  not  stir,  my  eyes  were  never  wet,  no  cry 
escaped  me  ;  but  where  I  lay,  face  downward,  as  I 
had  flung  myself,  I  bit  through  and  tlu'ough,  like  a 
wild  animal  that  is  trapped,  the  woollen  coverture 
of  my  little  pallet  bed. 

The  time  went  on  ;  the  robins  ceased  to  sing,  the 
roses  blew  against  the  window  frame ;  when  I  looked 
up  it  was  quite  dark,  and  there  were  stars  shining. 

I  heard  the  pressure  of  a  foot  upon  the  wood- 
work of  the  old,  ricketty,  worm-eaten  door,  a 
feeble,  little,  sobbing  voice  began  to  mutter  through 
it  to  me  of  a  thousand  selfish  terrors.     The  sound 
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of  it  stung  me  to  blind  fury ;  he  would  be  home  at 
sunset ;  home  to  her  and  me  ;  one  at  the  least  I 
vowed  to  heaven  he  should  not  find  there. 

I  had  no  sjiace  for  hesitance,  no  time  for 
thought ;  there  was  but  one  way — I  was  young  and 
supple  as  a  willow  bough,  and  mad  with  pain — I 
sprang  on  the  stone  coping  of  the  casement,  tm-ned 
and  grasped  the  network  of  the  rose-stems,  and 
the  boughs  of  the  fig,  knotted  and  tough  from  half 
a  eentur}^  of  sun  and  storm. 

Then  holding  by  that  hazardous  support,  I  let 
my  body  droj)  along  the  sm-face  of  the  leaf-covered 
wall,  di-agging  a  ruin  of  rose  leaves  as  I  fell.  The 
house  was  ver\'  old  and  low  :  I  touched  the  grass 
beneath  with  a  dull  shock,  but  without  violence ;  as 
I  reached  tlie  earth  I  heard  above  the  crash  and 
spHnter  of  the  panels  forced  and  driven  in  before 
the  blows  of  some  one  whom  Brunotta  had  sum- 
moned in  her  affright. 

It  was  quite  dark ;  the  garden  was  deserted ;  I 
paused  an  instant  to  draw  my  breath ;  with  the  soft 
shower  of  the  rose  leaves  still  like  tears  upon  my 
face. 

I  felt  bodily  pain,  but  that  only  served  to  madden 
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me,  as  the  lasli  niaddeus  a  beast  already  bruised  ; 
I  leaped  the  low  stone  wall  of  the  garden  and  flew 
like  a  lapwing  into  the  dusky  shadows. 

Little  Toeeo  leaned  over  the  wall  that  parted 
the  garden  from  the  olive  orchards.  He  was  sing- 
ing clearly  a  sweet  merry  melody,  and  gazing 
down  through  the  gloom  to  try  and  see  who  passed 
across  the  bridge.  I  crept  up  to  him  and  slid 
into  his  hand  the  onyx  with  the  Fates. 

**  Give  it  to  him  when  he  comes,"  I  murmured. 

The  boy  started  and  stared,  no  doubt  at  the 
changed  sound  of  my  voice ;  but  dreading  lest  he 
should  detain  me,  I  thrust  the  stone  into  his  hold 
and  fled  away  through  the  shadows  before  he  well 
knew  who  had  spoken  to  him. 

Behind  me  I  heard  a  noise  of  many  voices,  and 
as  the  household  of  the  little  place  roused  itself 
to  its  Padi'ona's  summons.  Turning  my  head  once 
I  saw  lights  flash  in  its  windows  and  under- 
neath the  trelHs  of  its  pergola.  I  held  straight 
onward,  running  with  winged  feet  where  the  grass 
lands  allowed  my  passage,  stumbling  and  slipping 
where  the  maples  and  the  vines  woven  together 
opposed  my  progress. 
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At  times  I  fell  into  the  trenches  cut  in  the  hard 
soil  against  the  hill  floods  of  winter.  At  times 
I  bruised  myself  on  the  tangled  sticks  of  dying 
vines. 

At  times  I  lost  myself  amongst  the  thickets  of 
olive,  shining  white  as  tlie  winding-sheets  of 
ghostly  apparitions.  At  times  I  sank  over  my  feet 
in  shallow  brooks  that  rippled  from  the  mountains, 
and  went  on  with  m}'  garments  hea^y -weighted  with 
the  moisture. 

At  times  I  crouched  in  some  shed  or  under  some 
sheaves  of  maize  to  get  m}'^  breath,  and  then  I  saw 
scattered  over  the  country,  close  about  the  little 
wine-shops,  the  lights  of  lanterns  that  flickered 
fitfully  in  and  out  amongst  the  foliage  ;  and  then  I 
gave  myself  no  rest,  but  gathered  my  skirts  close 
and  ran  again. 

At  length — it  maj'  have  been  one  hoiu',  it  may 
have  been  three  or  four,  by  the  look  of  the  stars 
it  was  quite  night — one  of  the  vinej-ards  that  I 
crossed  opened  abruptly  and  without  fence  upon  a 
highway  on  which  I  heard  the  somid  of  a  horse's 
feet. 

Looking    behind  I    saw   no    lights ;   there   was 


THE  FEAST  OF  THE  DEAD.  79 


only  the  great  brooding  darkness  of  the  deserted 
country,  with  here  and  there  a  silvery  gleam  as 
some  ray  of  the  young  moon  caught  a  belt  of  olives, 
or  a  breadth  of  water. 

I  went  into  the  road  and  waited  there.  To  be 
beyond  their  reach  I  knew  I  must  not  pause  to  rest 
amidst  my  flight.  I  knew,  too,  that  I  was  nearly 
at  the  end  of  all  my  force. 

Through  the  gloom  there  came  towards  me  a 
white  horse,  with  a  red  woollen  covering  spread  over 
it  in  the  Tuscan  fashion,  di-agging  slowly  a  con- 
tadino's  cart. 

As  it  drew  near  me  I  saw,  by  the  light  of  the 
lantern  which  hung  at  the  shafts,  that  the  peasant 
was  an  old  man  of  seventy  or  eighty  years. 

His  cart  swaj^ed  heavily  backward  on  its  wheels  ; 
it  was  filled  with  straw  and  earthenware ;  he  dozed 
as  he  went,  and  the  horse  picked  its  own  way 
amongst  the  stones  at  will. 

I  called  to  him  and  stopped  him ;  he  awoke, 
thinking  of  roadside  robbers,  and  began  to  mutter 
incoherent  prayers  to  a  leaden  saint  in  the  band  of 
his  hat. 

I  made  him,  with  difficulty,  understand  that  I 
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was  harmless  and  alone  and  tilled,  and  that  if 
he  would  give  me  a  lift  for  a  league  or  two  I  would 
pay  him  well.  When  he  had  recovered  his  alarm, 
he  told  me  that  he  was  going  with  his  pottery  to  a 
fair  at  Settignano ;  that  to  get  a  good  place  amongst 
the  stalls  it  behoved  traders  to  be  there  whilst  the 
dawn  was  grey ;  that  he  never  hurried  or  harassed 
his  beast,  and  so  had  started  at  nightfall  to  make 
his  journey  by  easy  stages. 

He  hesitated  some  time  over  my  offer,  then 
3'ielded. 

The  cart  was  a  light  one,  he  said,  and  my  weight 
was  light  too  ;  it  would  not  harm  the  horse ;  I 
might  get  in  amongst  the  straw  if  first  he  saw  my 
money. 

I  gave  him  the  little  gold  piece  that  my  father 
had  given  me  on  the  stairs  in  Verona;  it  had 
been  slung  round  my  neck  with  the  onyx.  He  let 
me  climb  up  amidst  the  rough  pottery  of  his  trade 
stock,  and  the  patient  beast  set  forward  again  upon 
its  road  ;  the  old  man  settled  himself  again  to  doze 
at  ease  ;  the  cart  creaked  onward  down  the  steep- 
ness of  the  slopes,  the  lantern  glimmering  redly 
in  the  gloom. 
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He  paused  a  long  time  in  the  desolate  grey 
piazza  of  Fiesole. 

All  the  to^vn  was  asleep  upon  its  high  hills,  but 
there  was  some  friend  he  knew  dwelling  by  the 
church  who  at  his  rap  hung  out  a  lantern  on  a 
hook  in  the  wall,  and  brought  him  a  flask  of  wine, 
over  which  they  talked  long  together  in  the  darkness. 

Then  the  horse  jogged  on  again  along  the  stony 
gloomy  roads,  on  and  on  and  on  into  the  oak  woods 
of  Borgunto,  where  the  great  masses  of  wooded 
hills  sloped  awa}^  above  and  below,  in  an  intense 
stillness,  only  broken  by  the  cry  of  an  owl. 

It  is  a  winding  and  difficult  road  that  passes 
along  the  side  of  the  mountain  from  the  town  of 
Fiesole  to  the  old  fortress  of  Poggibonzi,  and  the 
agony  of  the  slow  and  weary  way  seemed  endless. 

After  awhile  the  clouds  broke  and  the  moon 
shone  out ;  through  the  oak  leaves  one  could  see 
the  vast  silent  valley  stretched  far,  far  below,  and 
the  amphitheatre  of  the  endless  hills  encircling  it. 
Even  in  my  stupor  and  misery  I  had  some  vague 
sense  of  its  wonderful,  solemn,  mystical  shadowy 
beauty. 

Only  a  week  or  two  before  we  had  gone  up  that 
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road  on  our  way  from  Casentinoto  the  annual  fair  of 
S.  Francis  at  Fiesole,  and  we  had  talked  of  Ma- 
saccio  and  Desiderio  as  we  saw  their  little  white 
town  on  the  slopes,  and  had  gathered  the  wild 
anemones  that  covered  the  ground  with  bloom, 
and  had  sung  songs  to  the  mandoline,  passing 
under  the  acacias  by  the  fortress  walls,  and  mount- 
ing higher  and  higher  and  higher  with  a  gay  good- 
morrow  to  the  smith  at  the  mountain  forge. 

Only  a  week  or  two  before  !     And  now  ! 

The  hours  passed  in  a  horrible  nightmare  for  me. 
The  cart  shook,  jolted,  rattled  on  the  stones;  my 
body  was  bruised  and  lacerated  by  the  thickets  and 
the  vines ;  the  palms  of  my  hands  were  bleeding 
from  the  thorns  of  the  rose-trees ;  the  night  was 
very  cold,  as  autumn  nights  are,  north  of  the  Abruzzi. 
But  the  misery  of  my  thoughts  killed  in  me  all 
sense  of  bodily  jjain. 

All  I  heard  was  the  sweet  music  of  his  voice. 
The  music  lost  to  me  forevermore. 

The  night  seemed  endless. 

The  horse  often  paused  to  rest  and  crop  a  little 
of  the  wayside  grass  or  drink  at  some  stone  tank  in 
a  monastery  wall. 
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The  old  contadino  awoke  now  and  then  to  say  a 
word  to  it,  or  to  trim  his  lantern,  then  slept 
again,  while  the  rope  of  the  reins  dropped  idly  from 
his  wrists. 

The  road  seemed  interminable,  going  down, 
down,  down,  along  the  face  of  the  hills,  always  with 
the  same  stretches  of  olives  and  vines  on  either  side, 
always  with  the  dark  vapours  of  the  plain  spread 
like  a  sea  beneath.  Now  and  then  an  owl  flew  by 
with  a  low  croak  ;  now  and  then  there  shone  a  little 
gleam  from  some  lamp  at  a  roadside  shrine — that 
was  all  the  change  there  was. 

The  cart  crawled  on  under  the  boughs  and  past 
the  dusky  stone  walls,  still  down,  down,  down  into 
the  lower  wood,  where  the  oak  is  changed  for  the 
fir  tree,  and  the  path  becomes  sharp  and  sheer  and 
bent  into  curves  that  make  the  stoutest  mule 
stumble. 

The  first  grey  of  daybreak  had  scarcely  lightened 

in  the  skies  when  the  horse  paused  at  a  turn  in  the 

descent.     The  old  pottery  dealer  woke  for  the  first 

time    with  eyes  wide  opened,   shook  himself,   and 

descended  from  his  seat. 

The  old  man  roused  me  roughly. 

G  2 
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"  Signorina,  you  had  best  get  out  here  if  you  want 
Florence.  I  go  to  Settignano,  and  that  will  be  out 
of  your  road.  Keep  straight  on,  and  go  down, 
down,  alwa3^s,  and  you  cannot  miss  to  come  to  the 
Croce  Gate." 

The  cart  jolted  on  its  way  to  Masaccio's  birthplace, 
and  I  staggered,  blmd,  and  sick  down  under  the 
stone-pines. 

I  felt  feeble,  broken,  aged  by  ten  years.  My 
head  was  giddy,  and  the  sunshine  swam  around  me 
in  bright  rings  of  amber.  I  felt  numb,  and,  when  1 
moved,  the  earth  seemed  hollow  and  tremulous  be- 
neath my  feet. 

So,  like  one  blindfolded,  I  stmnbled  down  into 
the  City  that  is  called  Beautiful. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

THE    CHURCH    OF    THE    CROSS. 

iiT  was  full  sunrise. 

The  lij]fht  was  streaming  from  the  east, 
golden  and  glistening  as  it  came  gleaming 
across  the  desert.  In  the  streets  deep  shadows 
still  slept.  Lithe  brown  hands  were  unloosening 
the  wooden  lattices,  and  flowers  pent  in  casements 
thrust  their  heads  out  to  the  air. 
All  was  very  quiet. 

There  was  only  the  sound  of  the  bells  tolling  for 
the  first  mass  of  the  churches,  tolling  everj^where, 
north  and  south,  east  and  west,  over  the  wide  val- 
darno.  Here  and  there  a  priest  passed  to  some 
holy  office ;  here  and  there  a  sun-belated  reveller 
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went  gaily  home  touching  a  mandoline ;  here  and 
there  a  woman  with  brown  bare  arms  swept  down 
her  steps  or  hung  her  Hnen  out  of  window,  gossip- 
ing the  while  to  neighbours  across  the  passage- 
way. 

It  all  went  giddily  and  dimly  round  before  my 
sight.  I  was  faint,  and  my  limbs  shook  as  I 
dragged  them  over  the  stones. 

There  was  a  sound  of  footsteps  and  of  outcries 
behind  me. 

On  the  sheer  instinct  of  the  hunted  deer,  I 
paused  and  shrank  into  the  shade,  and  gazed 
around  for  shelter.  Close  against  me  the  doors 
of  the  S.  Croce  stood  open.  The  vast,  dark, 
solemn  church  3'awned  like  a  grave.  I  crept  into 
the  shadow  of  its  porch. 

At  its  altars  they  were  saying  the  first  mass. 

A  lady,  all  lace  and  jewels,  as  she  had  come  from 
some  palace  ball,  was  on  her  knees  in  the  dusk  and 
the  solitude  praymg,  while  the  voices  of  the  priests 
echoed  dully  under  the  vast  vaulted  roof  that 
shelters  the  dust  of  Michelangelo  and  Giotto. 

Behind  me  were  the  darkness,  the  coldness,  the 
peace  of  the  great  church,  the  lights  burning  dimly 
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far  away,  the  sepulchral  undertones  thrilling  the 
stillness. 

Before  me,  in  the  ojien  air,  there  came,  swift 
as  the  wind,  a  rush  of  feet,  a  clamour  of  angered 
voices,  a  shower  of  weapons,  a  tramp  of  horses,  a 
cloud  of  dust,  a  flash  of  da3'light,  and,  in  the  midst, 
a  gleam  of  beautiful  bold  eyes  that  last  had  looked 
at  me  in  the  white  moonshine  underneath  the  leaves 
away  on  the  hill-side  by  Dante's  Solitude. 

The  crowd  went  by  like  a  wliiii  of  dust  and  of 
leaves  on  a  day  of  scirocco.  I  sprang  and  caught 
the  arm  of  an  old  man  who  had  uncovered  his  head 
reverently  as  it  went  by  the  church. 

"What  is  it?  Oh,  nothing,"  he  said,  with  a 
shadowy  smile.  "  Nothing.  They  broke  on  the 
wheel  in  my  time.  How  scared  j^ou  look,  you 
pretty  child.  It  is  only  the  ducal  guard  who  are 
taking  Pascarel  to  the  Bargello  ;  and  the  people 
want  to  rescue  him,  that  is  all.  Done  ?  No,  he 
has  done  nothing  that  I  know  of;  but  the  town 
cai'es  for  him,  and  he  tells  awkward  truths,  and  it 
has  been  easy  to  seize  the  salt  in  his  speech  and  tax 
it.  There  was  a  sort  of  riot  yesterday,  and  he 
quelled  it ;  but  they  made  that  an  offence  against 
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him.  A  player  and  a  populano  !  What  right  has 
he  to  jiower '? — to  such  power  as  Love  gives  and 
gets  ?  So  they  arrested  him  last  night,  and  they 
take  him  now  to  the  Podesta  for  judgment.  I  dare- 
say they  will  give  him  three  months  in  prison.  For 
the  Bargello  is  strong  and  the  people  are  weak  as 
yet." 

The  old  man,  still  with  that  subtle  wintry  smile 
upon  his  face,  shook  my  hold  off  him,  and  went 
feebly  along  the  street. 

The  crowd  in  its  cloud  of  dust  had  passed  from 
sight.  I  lost  all  sense  of  where  I  was,  and  fell,  like 
one  dead,  upon  the  stones  of  Florence. 


BOOK  VI. 


THE    QUAKTER    OF   THE    DOVE. 


ciTAr'rr.r.  i. 


OLTRAUNO. 


OU  know  the  old  old  <iuftrter,  whose  emblem 
uii  the  bunners  that  were  borne  in  war 
around  the  red  Carroceio,  was  the  Silver 
Dove  ?  The  cluu'ch  is  there,  though  Hame  has 
ravaged  it  thrice ;  but  the  standard  that  bore  the 
bii'd  of  the  Holy  Spirit  over  the  reek  and  carnage 
of  the  plains  has  crumbled  away  none  know  whither 
in  some  closet  or  crypt  of  the  city. 

Yet  the  quarter  is  barely  changed  at  all,  since  in 
the  days  of  the  Republic  the  men  of  San  Lorenzo 
and  of  San  Giovanni  crossed  the  river  to  sack 
it  from  end  to  end  under  the  storm  of  arrows  and 
the  rain  of  fire. 

It   is    dark,  and  dull,   and  noisy,  and   noisome 
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there  in  the  old  historic  quarter  of  the  Silver  Dove : 
and  yet  it  is  so  full  of  story,  so  sacred,  with  so 
man}'  names  and  memories,  that  there  is  a  charm 
about  its  twisting  gloomy  streets,  its  high  walls 
shutting  out  the  sun,  its  dungeon-like  chambers,  its 
iron-bound  palaces,  grim  and  firm  set  as  sea-washed 
cUflfs,  its  huge  archways  dark  as  Erebus,  its  narrow 
passage-ways  where  two  mules  can  scarce  pass  one 
another  over  the  slipi)ery  and  mieven  stones. 

It  is  all  haunted  ground  in  old  Oltrarno.  Come 
to  it  in  a  summer  morning.  There  is  no  sun  in  it, 
except  in  some  square-walled  garden  behind  the 
frowning  front  of  some  antique,  coronetted  house, 
where  stray  sunbeams  make  a  glory  on  shining 
lemon-boughs  and  broken  water-cisterns.  It  is  all 
dark,  for  the  houses  are  so  high,  and  the  walls  lean 
so  close.  It  is  full  of  the  strange,  dreamy  old-world 
Florentine  odour,  that  smells  always  as  though 
some  king's  coffin  had  been  freshly  opened,  and 
the  Sluices  and  the  perfumes  of  the  cere-clothes  latel}' 
loosened  on  the  air.  The  people  are  walking,  lean- 
ing, gossiping,  laughing,  quarrelling,  all  in  the 
open  street,  and  at  the  open  threshold.  The 
cobbler  is  at  his  stall ;    the  tinker  at  his  barrow ; 
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the  huckster  at  his  board  of  cloths  and  linens  ;  the 
melon-seller  at  his  truck  of  green  paponi.     In  every 
one  of  the  gi-eat  dusky  interiors  there  is  an  etching 
worthy  of  Rembrandt.     In  every  one  of  the  sculp- 
tured, unglazed  windows,  there  is  a  study  of  colour 
fit  for  Velasquez.  It  is  all  dark,  and  dusty,  and  noisy, 
and  noisome,  I  say, and  jet  in  its  way  it  is  beautiful — 
the  place  is  so  gi'uesome,  and  the  people  are  so  gay. 
And  then — so  many  steps  are  echoing  after  yom's, 
so  many  faces  look  at  you  from  the  grated  windows. 
See — in  that  dim  street  there  is  old  Toscanelli's 
white  head  bending  over  the  charts  busj'  with  vague 
dreams  of  the  unknown  world  across  the  seas ; — 
yonder  enters  a  saucy,  aiiy,  ribboned,  plumed  cava- 
liere,  who  sings  a  stornello  as  he  goes,  and  fingers 
the  sprig  of  box  with  which  lie  is  playing  the  Lenten 
love  game,  begun  in  Carnival  with  the  original  of 
Madama   Pampinet  ; — away   behind   the    Carmine 
church,  where  gentle  Masaccio  came  and  painted 
in  Ills  title-deeds  to  immortality,  runs  a  little  bare- 
foot, ragged  imp,  his  mouth  full  of  stolen  convent 
cherries,   whom  poor  old  Mona  Lapaccia  tries  to 
catch    and   lead   to  the    good  friars  to  be  fed  and 
clothed,  and  made  in  his  due  time  into  Fra  Lijipi ; 
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— under  the  deep  shadows  of  the  walls  there  goes 
to  his  sombre  and  frugal  home  the  finest  wit  and 
keenest  logician  of  the  Rucellai  Gardens,  musing  on 
sore  straits  of  personal  poverty,  and  foreseeing, 
l^erhaps,  with  a  certain  delicate,  cynical  sadness, 
that  he  who  lives  with  clean  hands  the  honestest  of 
men  in  Florence  will  so  pass  down  to  posterity  that 
the  name  of  Machiavelli  will  be  used,  to  all  time,  as 
synonym  for  Prince  of  Rogues. 

See  there — who  comes  down  hither  in  the  gloam- 
ing of  the  last  night  of  Carnival  ?  by  the  corner 
that  is  called  of  the  Lion,  under  the  shade  of 
the  Carmelite's  church  ?  Handsome  and  reckless 
still,  as  when  he,  Benvenuto,  hurled  defiance  at 
Diane  de  Poitiers  from  the  Tour  de  Nesle, — prince 
of  craftsmen  and  king  of  egotists — since  liis  eyes 
opened  to  the  light  in  the  little  house  in  the  Chiara 
street,  full  of  its  flutes  and  clavecins  and  harpsi- 
chords, its  mirrors  of  silver  and  its  viols  of  ivory, 
wherein,  in  the  winter  nights,  the  old  father  sat 
"singing  all  to  himself"  by  his  brave  oak  fires  for 
pride  and  gladness  of  heart,  because  a  son  was  born 
to  him  and  to  the  city.  He  is  come  to  seek  the 
recreant  Tonino, — he  has  left  his  workshop  in  the 
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Mercato  strewn  with  grotesques  in  gold  and  acan- 
thus leaves  in  silver,  and  blazonries  in  enamel,  and 
lilies  in  diamonds,  and  poniards  in  damascened 
metal ; — the  sword  that  hangs  by  his  belt  was  red  a 
little  while  ago  in  the  sack  of  Rome ; — the  gold 
crowns  in  his  pouch  are  payments  for  Fontainebleau 
from  King  Francis — he  is  in  anger  and  in  haste, 
yet  going  thus  through  the  darkness  to  the  ingrate 
monk  he  thinks  a  little  AvistfuUy,  great  artist 
and  reckless  liver  though  he  be,  of  the  old  days 
when  he  and  Michelangelo,  and  Piloto,  the  gold- 
smith, used  to  saunter  hither  on  summer  eves  to 
listen  to  the  madrigals  when  all  the  dim  night  world 
was  dewy  with  the  scent  of  roses. 

See  there,  yet  again, — through  the  gloaming,  goes 
a  white-frocke,d  Dominican,  with  bent  head  and  medi- 
tative eyes ;  of  all  the  many  thousand  monks  in 
Florence,  he  is  "  II  Frate  "  to  the  people.  When  he 
scourges  himself  in  the  crypt,  and  sees  the  pictures 
and  the  sculptures  feed  the  flames,  does  he  ever  sigh 
for  that  old  bright  vine-hung  bottega  where  he  woke 
with  the  sunrise  and  worked  till  the  evening  bells, 
when  he  was  only  Baccio  della  Porta,  the  painter, 
dwelling  just   outside    the    gate   here,    where   the 
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cypresses  guard  the  entrance  of  that  glad  green 
country  whose  smiling  beauty  gained  it  its  gentle 
name  of  Verzaja  even  in  the  dry  griin  records  of 
the  citj^'s  rolls  ? 

Down  the  old  street  of  the  Augustines  there 
comes  a  group  of  merry-makers  fresh  from  the 
laughter  and  the  wine-cups  of  the  supper  at  the 
tavern  by  the  Tower  of  the  Amidei  away  by  the 
Jewellers'  Bridge.  They  loiter  in  the  moonlight 
to  hearken  to  the  sweet  smging  of  the  street- 
choristers,  and  note  with  painters'  eyes  one 
beautiful,  gentle,  golden  curled  youth,  to  whom 
many  a  white  hand  undoes  a  casement,  or  lets  drop 
a  lovescroU  tied  with  a  tress  of  liau'.  They  are 
men  who  are  called  Michelangiolo,  and  Cellini,  and 
Bugiardini,  and  Albertinelli,  and  Manzuolini. 

A  little  while,  and  Michelangiolo  paces  the  stones 
alone,  with  his  cloak  wi'apped  about  him  and  his 
hand  ready  to  his  sword-hilt,  and  his  heart  heavy 
for  the  fate  of  free  Florence ;  for  the  bell  of  the 
people  has  long  rung  a  stormo,  and  his  cannon 
bristle  and  his  bastions  rise  on  the  old  monastic 
heights,  and  the  fire  has  bm-nt  black  the  shady 
gardens  of  Gicciardini,   and   above  them,  on   the 
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hills  where  Corsiiii  built  the  cloisters  for  the  Au- 

gustines  to    dwell  in  all  their  days  in  peace,  there 

the  fierce  Spaniards  are  crjdng,  "  Lady  Fiorenza, 

bring   out  your    brocades,   and    we    will    measure 

them    at    the    pike's    length ; "    and    there,    too, 

floats    that   banner  which  has    been    for  ever  the 

malediction  of  Italy,  on  w^hose  yellow  folds  there 

is  blazoned  black, 

"  I'Aquila  grifagna 
Che  per  piu  divorar  due  becchi  porta  ; " 

In  the  morning  when  the  birds  are  singing  in 
the  old  grey  gardens  behind  the  old  grey  palaces, 
and  the  walls  lean  together  and  frown  against  the 
sun,  you,  thinking  of  all  these  who  have  trodden 
the  stones  before  you,  shall  stray  slowly  down  the 
Via  Maggio — the  Street  of  the  Maytime — the  street 
named  from  the  sweet  season  of  the  lilies  and 
the  lovers  in  the  old  amorous  days  of  free  Flo- 
rence, when,  with  the  first  morning  of  May,  the 
youths  of  the  city  went  forth  from  the  gates  by 
the  sunrise,  and  came  back  with  the  spoils  of  the 
woods  and  the  fields  to  the  sound  of  the  lute  and 
the  viol,  and  at  every  grated  casement  hung  up  the 
branch  of  hawthorn,  and  the  knot  of  ribbon,  and 
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the  scroll  of  love  words,  each  wooer  for  his  own 
innamorata,  so  that  under  the  green  wreath  of  leaf 
and  blossom  the  dark  iron-bound  walls  looked  like 
the  helmet  and  hauberk  of  Einaldo  flower-decked 
by  the  rose  trails  of  Armida  on  the  amorous  banks 
of  Orontes.  And  so  musing,  you  shall  pass  out  by 
the  gates  and  feel  the  sweet  winds  blowing  fresh 
again  over  the  vine-lands  of  the  Vald'ema,  and  you 
shall  meet  a  woman  carrj^ing  white  roses  with  her  to 
lay  upon  some  tomb  upon  the  hill  there  ;  and  3'ou 
shall  think  of  the  night  feast  of  Pardon,  when  all 
Florence  was  wont  to  flock  up  hither  under  the 
stars  to  wash  their  souls  clear  before  the  fall  of 
Pentecost ;  and  so  quiet  of  heart,  and  3'et  glad  for 
the  beauty  of  dead  days,  and  of  the  living  summer 
time,  you  will  go  up  and  up  higher  and  higher  till 
you  reach  the  stillness  of  the  olive-woods  upon 
Arcetri. 

Shall  3'ou  be  dull  and  weary  in  dark  Oltrarno — 
now? 

Nay,  not  if  j^ou  have  eyes  that  see,  and  ears  that 
hear. 

But  the  world  is  full  of  deaf  and  blind. 


CHAPTER   II. 


AT    BOCCACCIO  S    "WINDOW. 


WAS  both  blind  and  deaf  in  that  horrible 
time. 

I  think  a  flower,  when  they  break  it  off 
its  stalk  and  throw  it  doA\Ti  to  sicken  in  the  sun, 
must  feel  as  I  did  all  those  weeks  and  months. 
Only  the  flower  faints  and  dies,  and  is  so  far  at 
peace ;  but  I  lived  on,  though  aU  my  youth,  and 
heart,  and  soul,  and  hope  were  killed  in  me. 

It  seems  so  long  ago ;  so  very,  very  long  ago  ; 
and  yet  at  times  near,  as  though  it  were  only  yester- 
day, that  I  saw  the  people  sweep  past  the  great 
gaunt  pallor  of  the  Santa  Croce,  his  face  in  their 
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midst  within  the  reddening  light  of  dawn.  The 
vast  yawning  dark — the  woman  with  her  jewels  at 
her  prayers — the  gleam  of  the  silver  at  the  altars — 
the  sweet  shrill  voices  of  the  singing  children — the 
rash  of  the  crowd — the  ghostly  gleam  of  day — how 
near  they  all  are,  and  yet  so  far.  Sometimes  I 
fancy  they  were  only  di-eams — di'eams,  too,  all  that 
one  glad  summer  3'ear  of  wandering — and  then  I 
go  slowly  over  the  links  that  bind  me  to  the  time, 
as  other  women  in  their  pain  tell  beads. 

The  links  are  clear  enough,  but  I  can  say  no 
praj-er  to  them.  My  beads  are  full  of  thoinas,  and 
hurt  me — still. 

There  must  be  good  people,  though  one  doubts 
it  so.  A  woman  saw  me  fall  thrice  on  the  stones 
before  the  Florentine  Pantheon,  and  had  me  borne 
upstairs  to  her  little  chamber  before  the  Miseri- 
cordia  bell  could  boom  for  me.  She  was  an  old 
woman,  and  quite  poor ;  she  got  her  living  darning 
the  silken  hose  of  dancers  and  of  ladies  ;  she  lived 
in  that  little  crooked  passage-way  under  the  shadow 
of  the  Pitti,  where  old  Toscanelli  dreamed  his  way 
across  the  unknown  waters  to  the  unknown  land, 
and    gay   Boccaccio,    with   his   cynical  fine  smile, 
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loitered  to  see  the  dames  of  Florence  pass  in  their 
gold-fringed  litters  and  their  gemmed  zibelline  to 
the  feasts  in  the  Palaces  of  Bardi  and  Frescobaldi. 

She  was  a  little  brown,  crisp,  clean  woman,  seventy 
years  old;  she  had  a  wide,  bare,  stone  chamber 
under  the  unceiled  roof;  all  day  long  she  darned 
at  the  stockings,  looking  now  and  then  out  of  the 
window,  as  Boccaccio  had  done  before  her,  but  see- 
ing no  gold-fringed  litters  and  jewelled  dames,  but 
only  the  weary  mules,  and  the  pushing  people, 
and  the  pedlar's  stall  of  cloth  and  Hnen,  and  the 
cobbler  at  his  work  over  the  way. 

In  that  barren  chamber  I  lay  sick  unto  death  for 
weeks,  talking  in  so  strange  a  confusion  of  cities  and 
villages  and  flowers  and  singing  bii'ds,  and  the 
notes  of  lutes  and  the  sliine  of  the  moon  on  the 
maize  fields,  that  none  who  heard  could  make  sense 
of  the  medley.  There  she  kept  me  ;  there  I  slowly 
got  my  hold  again  on  life  as  youth  will  even  when 
most  reluctantly  ;  there  I  recovered  in  a  dull,  hope- 
less, sullen,  stupid  way;  and  there  the  dreamy  days 
would  roll  away  with  gleams  of  the  beautiful  rose- 
flecked  sky  just  left  to  madden  one  above  the 
frowning  palace  pile. 
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The  old  creature  would  sit  in  her  garret  window 
sewing  on  at  the  silken  hose  ;  there  was  delicate 
carving  all  about  the  window,  and  a  great  shield  with 
a  marquis's  crown  above ;  it  had  been  a  palace  in 
the  old  days  when  the  San  Lorenzo  men  had  set  all 
Oltrarno  ablaze  from  the  Niccolo  gate  to  the  Fre- 
diano.  There  she  would  sit  and  sew;  chirping  to 
my  dull  deaf  ears  in  her  Tuscan  ;  she  had  stories 
for  all  the  stockings  that  used  to  lie  in  a  great 
mixed  heap  in  a  rush  basket — the  needy  duchessa's 
with  the  gay  ballerina's. 

"  See  !  "  she  would  say,  holding  one  after  another 
up  to  the  strong  light.  "  See  !  what  a  little  atom 
that  is — just  worn  in  the  ball  of  the  foot  with 
dancing, — a  faiiy  might  put  it  on,  and  for  certain  a 
lover  has  been  glad  to  stroke  it,  many  and  many 
an  hour  when  the  dance  was  over  and  done  with, 
and  the  fire-flies  put  their  lamj)s  out  ere  the  sun 
rose,  and  in  the  balcony  where  those  little  feet 
w^ere,  it  was  all  so  still — so  still." 

*'  And  then  again,"  she  would  go  on,  diving  down 
for  a  stocking  thrice  the  size,  "  a  big  one  this,  no 
beauty  in  it ;  broad  as  a  pumpkin  leaf  and  thick  as 
any  melon — worn  in  the  toes — j  ou  know  what  that 
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means.  Pirouettes  by  the  dozen  on  the  Pagliano 
boards ;  standing  strained  on  tip-toe  as  a  Lotus 
Lily  or  a  Queen  of  Night.  No  story  in  it  tliat 
is  pretty  like  the  lover's  to  the  little  fairy  feet.  And 
yet,  perhaps,  you  know,  some  poem  after  all ;  some 
homely  thing  sung  to  a  baby's  cradle  and  a  shuttle's 
swmg,  in  some  weaver's  bare  garret  where  the  meal- 
pot  would  be  empty  and  the  stove  be  empty  too,  if 
the  young,  fresh,  brown  mother  did  not  run  out 
into  the  cold  and  strip  her  kirtle  and  dress  herself 
in  clouds  and  flowers  to  dance  for  a  silver  coin 
before  the  gay  theatre  lights  ?  Ay — who  knows  ? 
A  big,  square,  ugly  pair  of  hose,  no  doubt,  but  worth 
the  better  darning  maybe  than  those  dainty  ones  of 
the  pretty  marchesina's,  after  all." 

So  she  would  chirp  to  herself,  driving  her  long 
needle  deftly  all  the  day ;  a  poet  who  could  not 
read,  but  only  feel,  like  many  millions  of  her 
country  people. 

Pascarel  would  have  talked  with  her  for  the  hour 
and  found  her  histories  for  all  the  stockings  tumbled 
in  the  rush  basket  on  her  feet.  But  I — her  chirp- 
ing made  my  heart  more  sick,  my  brain  more  dull, 
my  life  more  desolate.     I  was  thankless,  so  utterly 
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and  cruelly  and  unremorsefuUy  thankless,  as  onl}' 
very  early  youth  can  be. 

For  in  later  j^ears  we  throb  all  over  with  so  many 
wounds,  that  we  have  learned  to  value  the  hand 
that  plucks  a  dockleaf  for  our  nettle  sting,  though 
we  know  well  no  balm  can  heal  the  jagged  rent  in 
the  breast  that  no  man  sees. 

Old  Giudetta  darned  her  hose  imder  the  sculp- 
tured shield,  and  trotted  to  and  fro  between  the 
lattice  and  my  bed  of  sacking  in  the  corner  where 
she  had  laid  me,  and  prayed  for  me  every  chilly 
morning  in  the  great  white  silence  of  the  Sta. 
Sj^irito,  and  begged  her  own  brass-framed  red  and 
blue  picture  of  the  Madonna  to  have  a  care  for  me, 
though  I  seemed  but  a  sad  Uttle  pagan  to  her,  where 
I  lay  and  sobbed  and  moaned  wearily  through  all 
the  sickly  hours. 

How  good  she  must  have  been,  a  woman  so  old 
as  that,  and  so  poor  that  slie  sewed  stockings  from 
the  first  peep  of  the  sun  to  the  last  flare  of  the 
oil-wick.  Yes  ;  she  must  have  been  good  indeed. 
She  died  after  one  day  of  sickness  only,  a  year 
later,  so  I  heard ;  her  needle  in  her  old  worn,  tired 
hand,  smiling,  they  say,  and  wondering  if  the  Ma- 
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donna  Avould  ever  let  her  darn  a  little  there  in 
heaven  for  mere  old  remembrance  sake. 

I  told  them,  when  I  heard  that,  to  set  her  up 
the  whitest,  fairest  cross  that  ever  shimmered  in 
the  light  above  there  under  the  cypresses  on  the 
dusk}'  Miniato  slopes.  Cold  gratitude,  you  say  ? — 
but  am  I  worse  than  nations  when  I  measure  my 
debt  by  a  stone's  height  and  breadth? 

There  is  nothing  so  ingrate  as  a  great  grief;  and 
mine  was  bitterly  thankless,  utterly  apathetic.  I 
took  what  she  did  for  me  indifferently  as  a  right ;  I 
had  no  thought  of  her ;  all  the  thought  I  had  was 
with  that  sweet  dead  hour  when  the  vintage  moon 
had  shone  above  Fiesole. 

She  would  sit  and  chirp  all  day  in  her  sonorous 
Tuscan  ;  she  had  darned  stockings  all  her  life,  she 
said,  drawing  her  threads  so  fine  no  one  could  tell 
where  the  silk  once  had  gaped. 

She  was  most  good  to  me,  and  I  most  thank- 
less. 

She  was  very  poor ;  but  she  pinched  herself  in 
her  measure  of  oil  and  her  handful  of  meal  to  tempt 
my  sickening  indifference  with  the  rosy  heart  of 
some    prickly  southern  fig,  or  fresh  pomegranate. 
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She  was  cliildless  and  cheery,  and  loved  by  her 
neighbours,  and  had  no  need  of  me  :  yet  hardly 
could  a  mother  have  been  more  patient  with  my 
ingratitude  and  fierce  despair  than  she  was.  I  was 
so  young,  and  friendless,  and  unhappy,  it  was  plain 
to  see.  That  touched  her,  and  she  kept  me.  Ah, 
you  who  say  there  is  no  honest  fruit  of  love  and 
grace  beneath  that  sweet  wide-opened  sun-swept 
flower,  of  an  Italian  smile — how  little  way  you  see, 
and  how  you  lie  ! 

Did  ever  you  hear  of  Signa  Eosa  ?  Nay — not  you. 

She  lived  forty  years  in  widowhood  on  the  sea- 
shore by  Nizza ;  a  small,  slender,  beautiful  old 
woman,  very  beautiful,  they  say, — I  never  saw  her, 
for  she  died  in  my  babyhood,  but  I  have  heard  this 
from  many  tongues, — well,  she  bound  the  j^easant's 
coif  about  her  head,  and  did  her  homely  service 
daily  for  herself,  and  never  stirred  across  her 
threshold  except  when  early  mass  was  ringing  over 
the  orange  thickets ;  but  her  country  folk  sought 
her  from  far  and  near  for  consolation  and  for 
counsel ;  in  her  the  dove's  gentleness  and  serpent's 
wisdom  were  blended ;  peace-making  was  her  ofi&ce  ; 
and  none  sought  her  who  did  not  leave  her  simpler. 
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purer,  better  for  her  words  of  solace  ;  so  she  dwelt 
for  near  half  a  century,  the  sanctity  of  the  cloister 
about  her,  yet  in  her  the  warmth  of  human  sym- 
pathy, the  sweetness  of  widowed  fidelity,  and  the 
passion  of  maternal  love ;  so  she  dwelt  where  the 
palms  of  the  riviera  rise  agamst  the  blue  sea  skies, 
and  when  she  died  ten  thousand  Italians  followed 
her  to  the  grave,  and  to  this  day  the  country  num- 
bers her  with  its  hohest  names. 

For  Signa  Rosa  was  the  mother  of  Garibaldi. 

Without  such  women,  think  you  that  Italy  would 
ever  have  such  sons  ? 

Indifferent  to,  insensible  of,  anything  that  moved 
aromid  me,  I  listened  and  answered  with  no  sense 
of  what  I  heard  or  said.  I  used  to  lie  and  watch 
the  figure  of  Giiidetta,  brown  against  the  golden 
sunset  lightened  panes ;  and  wonder  feebly  why  I 
could  not  die — that  was  all. 

It  was  the  winter  season  of  pleasure  and  pomp. 

One  morning  lying  there  face  downward  on  my 
mattress  of  grass,  I  heard  gay,  tumultuous  shouts 
and  bursts  of  music,  and  the  shrill  pipe  of  eager 
voices,  and  the  sun  was  shining  yellow  and  broad 
across  the  floor. 
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Another  little  old  woman,  a  gossip  of  Giiidetta's, 
came  and  stood  by  me  awhile ;  she  had  a  new  dark 
kirtle,  and  a  scarlet  ribbon  in  her  white  hair,  and 
some  brave  silver  rings  in  her  ears. 

"  I  wish  you  could  get  up  and  come,  poverina," 
she  said  kindly.  "  You  are  so  young  to  he  and  die 
like  a  motherless  kid  there ;  and  thev  are  brincjing 
in  the  Carnival,  and  it  is  good  to  see.  I  have  never 
missed  once  for  seventj'-two  years  !  " 

I  shivered  and  turned  farther  from  her  sight,  and 
buried  my  face  in  darkness. 

The  familiar  merry  welcome  name  of  the  old 
CathoHc  king  struck  like  a  knife  into  my  aching 
heart. 

All  the  day  long  I  lay  there  shrinking  from  the  sun 
rays,  and  striving  to  hide  from  the  sounds  and  the 
shouts  of  the  streets.  The  chiming  bells,  the  laugh- 
ing voices,  the  fui'ious  fun,  the  blaring  trumpets, 
all  came  in  a  dull  echo  across  the  river  into  the 
chamber  where  I  la}' ;  and  I  shuddered  and  cowered 
down  as  those  do  who,  in  the  dead  of  night,  believe 
that  they  behold  the  risen  ghosts  of  their  lost  and 
buried  loves. 

Mercifully  for  me,  Carnival  reigned  and  rioted  on 
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the  other  side  of  Arno,  and  in  the  old  still  dusky 
({uarter  of  the  Silver  Dove  silence  and  soHtude  only- 
had  dominion  as  the  people  flocked  across  the 
bridges  and  left  it  to  the  coming  of  the  chilly 
twilight. 

Giudetta  stayed  with  me,  and  sat  at  her  work  in 
the  casement. 

"  We  are  always  dull  in  old  Oltrarno,"  she  said. 

I  was  thankful.     I  shivered  where  I  lay,  when  on 

the  nights  of  Dominica  across  the  river  from  the 

arches  hy  the  Vecchio  Bridge  there  floated  to  us  the 

distant  tumult  of  the  Midnight  Fairs. 

The  Carnival  went  by,  and  all  the  coolness  of 
Quaresima,  and  the  bright  brevity  of  Pasqua,  fol- 
lowed it,  and  in  theii'  turn  passed  by  and  dropped 
into  the  things  that  were. 

I  heard  the  shrill  gala  shouts  and  the  clamour 
of  the  Berlingaccio;  I  heard  the  Lenten  bells  swmg 
in  monotonous  measure  from  dawn  to  eve ;  I  heard 
the  joyous  cries  of  the  lovers  and  the  children  toss- 
ing their  Easter  eggs  into  each  other's  breasts,  or 
bearing  home  theu"  sheaves  of  palm.  I  heard  it  all 
telhng  the  j)assage  of  the  feasts  and  seasons  as 
chiming  clocks  ring  away  the  dying  hours.     I  heard 
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it  all  sitting  against  the  empty  stone  hearth,  heart- 
sick, and  Aveaving  the  threads  to  and  fro,  to  and  fro, 
to  and  fro. 

For  me,  every  one  of  those  fasts  and  feasts  had 
voice,  and  the  dead  days  lived  in  them,  as  a  dead 
child  lives  for  its  mother  in  the  tones  and  the  glance 
of  every  laughing  yearling  that  creeps  out  to  catch 
her  black  skirts  in  rosy  fingers.  She  shudders 
from  the  tender  touch ; — so  I  shuddered  from  the 
sunn}^  hours. 


CHAPTER  III. 

BY   THE    MOUTH    OF    THE    LION. 

HE  cold  had  gone  ;  it  was  the  bahny,  cool, 
spring  weather  united  with  the  golden 
Tuscan  noons  and  the  roseate  Tuscan 
twilights  that  had  welcomed  me  when  I  had  first 
passed  the  gates  of  Florence.  I  had  been  three 
months  with  Giudetta,  andhad  not  left  my  bed.  I 
was  a  wan,  shrunken,  tired  thing,  with  immense 
startled  eyes  and  short  clipped  curls  ;  few  would 
have  recognised  in  me  the  child  that  had  wandered 
in  the  wake  of  the  Arte  through  all  the  blossoms 
of  the  year  from  the  bright  crocus  to  the  tremulous 
cyclamen. 
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One  day  I  was  lying  listless  and  feeble  in  my  dai'k 
room,  where  no  ray  of  light  could  come  from  the 
narrow  grated  casement,  when  sudden!}-  there  arose 
upon  the  noonday  quiet  a  rush  of  many  feet,  and 
a  wide  echo  of  deep  voices  that  seemed  to  rend 
asunder  the  old  walls. 

She  sitting  by  the  window,  thrust  her  stocking 
off  her  arm,  and  leaned  as  far  out  as  the  grating 
would  allow  her ;  a  little,  bent,  eager,  cmious  figure 
with  the  glow  of  the  noon  light  catching  the  silver 
rings  in  her  ears. 

"  Che,  che  !  "  she  cried.  "  A\Tiat  a  clamom-  and 
clatter, — all  the  town  is  out, — they  have  those  free 
three-coloured  flags,  too,  that  the  lads  got  shot  so 
often  for,  j^ears  ago,  and  that  the  priests  sa}^  will 
always  bring  on  us  poison  in  the  Avells  and  j)es- 
tilence.  There  is  little  Tista,  the  baker's  son, 
amongst  them ;  he  is  always  a  bit  of  tinder.  Ah, 
Tista,  Tista,  tell  me  what  it  is  all  about.  Ai"e  the 
people  mad '? — or  is  Giotto's  gold  cap  put  atop  the 
campanile  ? — or  is  the  Pope  come  ?  Che,  che  ! 
Stop  a  bit,  Tista,  and  say  a  word,  boy." 

There  was  a  shrill  boy's  voice,  clear  as  a  silver 
trumpet  upon  Easter  day,  that  pierced  above  the 
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Jin  and  joyous  uproar  and  came  through  the  dark- 
ness of  the  chamber  to  me. 

"  It  is  Pascarel  set  free  of  the  Bargello,  and  we 
make  high  holiday.  Dress  your  casement,  good 
mother,  and  at  sunset  bring  a  light  there,  or  we  will 
break  it  sure  to-night." 

I  sprang  from  my  bed — I  whose  wasted,  fever- 
stricken  limbs  for  three  long  months  had  never 
known  me  upright, — I  bruised  my  bare  arms  and 
my  hollow^  cheek  against  the  iron  grating ;  I  beat 
my  aching  breast  against  the  bars  like  any  fresli 
caged  bii'd.  But  all  I  saw  was  the  gay  glad  tumult 
of  the  crowd  heaving  and  gathering  under  the  broad 
sunshine,  with  the  three  colours  of  free  Italy 
tossing  high  against  the  scarlet  cross  of  Florence. 
Then,  too  weak  to  stand,  my  feet  gave  way  beneath 
me,  my  hands  loosed  their  hold  upon  the  stan- 
cheons,  the  bright  multitude  in  the  narrow,  dusky 
street  was  blotted  into  utter  darkness ;  I  fell  moan- 
ing and  bruised  upon  the  garret  floor. 

At  night  she  hung  her  light  within  her  window, 
as  Tista,  the  baker's  son,  had  bidden  her;  and 
went  quietly  herself  to  vespers,  as  was  her  wont. 
Ever  since  I  had  heard  the   one  name  ring  down 

VOL.  III.  I 
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the  street,  I  had  leaned  there,  pressed  against  the 
grating,  to  watch  the  return  of  the  people  through 
Oltrarno. 

I  loved  him  so — dear  Heaven  !  and  yet  almost  I 
hated  him.  He  had  deceived  me  !  He  had  de- 
ceived me  ! 

This  was  the  iron  in  my  soul.  It  is  an  error 
so  common  !  Men  he  to  women  out  of  mistaken 
tenderness  or  ill-judged  compassion,  or  that  curious 
fear  of  recrimination  from  which  the  highest  courage 
is  not  exempt.  A  man  deceives  a  woman  with 
untruth,  not  because  he  is  base,  but  because  he 
fears  to  hui^t  her  with  the  truth ;  fears  her  re- 
l)roaches,  fears  a  painful  scene ;  and  even  when 
she  is  quite  worthless,  is  reluctant  to  wound  her 
weakness.  It  is  an  error  so  common  !  But  it  is 
an  error  fatal  always. 

Night  fell  quiet ;  the  oil  lamp  glimmered  in  the 
casement.  I  forgot  the  hght  it  shed  upon  my  face, 
but  crouched  there,  w^atching  with  wide  beammg 
eyes  the  coming  of  the  crowd. 

The  eighth  hour  echoed  from  the  Vecchio  as 
there  rolled  in  on  the  silence — the  deep  sea-like 
sound  of  a  rejoicing  people.      The  tramp  of  many 
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feet  came  distinctly  over  the  bridges.  The  swell 
of  song  vibrated  agamst  the  massive  walls. 

Strained  against  the  grating,  I  watched  and 
listened. 

Then,  after  a  little  space,  thej'  poured  through 
the  narrow  passage  by  the  Lion's  Mouth,  they 
came,  the  people  of  Oltrarno — artizans,  painters, 
mosaic-sellers,  wood-cutters,  cobblers,  traders,  all 
in  a  confused  moonhght  struggle,  with  banners 
above  them  and  shouts  rising  from  them ;  and  in 
theii'  midst  my  darling,  with  the  white  moonlight 
on  his  dark  straight  poetic  brows  and  on  his 
dreamful  eyes. 

Breathless  I  i)ressed  against  the  iron  bars — 
breathless  I  gazed,  as  only  any  creature  can  who, 
for  months  of  silence  and  of  absence  has  never  once 
looked  upon  the  face  it  loves. 

I  forgot  the  light  shed  on  me — he  looking  up  at 
the  eager  people  that  filled  every  illumined  case- 
ment, saw  me  where  I  leaned,  and  with  one  great 
cry,  like  the  cry  of  a  drowning  man,  he  sprang 
down  from  the  height  on  which  they  bore  him  aloft 
upon  theii-  shoulders,  and  forced  his  way  up  the 
mk-black  slope  of  the  steep  stairs,  and  thrust  his 

I  2 
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foot  against  the  fastened  door,  and  broke  into  the 
room. 

Then  with  a  great  cry  he  caught  me  in  his  arms, 
and  hekl  me  close  there  in  the  great  darkness,  as 
a  man  will  hold  some  dear  thing  dead.  How 
many  moments  went  I  know  not;  as  there  are 
years  in  which  one  does  not  live  a  moment,  so 
there  are  moments,  I  think,  in  which  one  lives  a 
lifetime. 

The  moonlight  went  whiiiiiig  by  ;  the  darkling 
shadows  swam  romid  me  like  eddjdng  waters  ;  the 
floors  trembled ;  then  ni}^  eyes  closed  beneath  his 
kisses,  my  sense  grew  faint,  the  world  was  dark — 
all  dark.  But  it  was  the  sweet,  hot  darkness  of  a 
summer  night;  and  even  then  I  know  I  j^rayed, 
so  far  as  I  could  pray,  that  I  might  die  in  it. 

The  trance  of  passion  passed. 

After  a  while,  whether  the  time  was  short  or 
long  I  cannot  tell,  the  cloud  upon  my  senses 
seemed  suddenly  to  Hft ;  the  deathlike  trance  of 
passion  passed.  I  lifted  my  head,  and  strained 
myself  backward  from  his  hold,  and  shivered  where 
I  stood. 

For  I  remembered. 
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He,  with  a  quick  vague  fear  awakening  in  his 
eyes,  held  me  against  him. 

"  Why  look  at  me  like  that  ?  "  he  cried,  and  then 
was  still. 

What  I  answered  I  cannot  tell.  All  madness  of 
reproach  that  ever  any  tongue  could  frame,  I 
know  left  my  own  lips  in  that  hlind,  cruel  hour. 
All  excuse  for  him  and  all  goodness  in  him  I  forgot : 
ah,  God  forgive  me,  I  forgot !  He  had  deceived 
me ;  that  was  all  I  knew  or  cared  to  know. 

I  had  longed  for  his  touch,  his  look,  his  word,  as 
prisoners  for  liberty,  as  dying  youths  for  life ;  and 
yet,  now  that  he  was  there,  all  the  pride  in  me 
flamed  afresh,  and  burned  up  love.  All  that  I  poured 
on  him  were  hot  upbraiding,  and  broken  bitter  scorn. 

"  You  shall  not  touch  me,  you  shall  not  touch 
me  ! "  I  cried  to  him,  wrenching  myself  from  his  hold 
as  we  stood  there,  in  the  paleness  of  the  moonlight, 
with  the  shouting  of  the  baffled  and  impatient  crew 
filling  the  air  with  its  strange  tumult ;  in  the  noise, 
in  the  flashing  light,  in  the  sudden  passion  of  joy 
and  terror,  of  love  and  hate,  my  brain  was  gone. 
I  had  only  this  one  memory  left,  and  with  it  the 
instinct  to  wither  him  with  his  shame. 
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I  do  not  know  either  what  he  said  in  answer.  I 
knew  he  kneeled  there  in  the  moonshine,  kissing 
my  hands,  my  dress,  my  feet,  pouring  out  to  me  in 
all  the  eager  fervid  eloquence  of  his  nature  the 
rapture,  the  woe,  the  wonder,  the  sorrow,  the 
shame,  and  the  remorse  that  turn  bv  turn  had 
their  sway  over  him. 

"Loved  her!"  he  cried,  as  I  flung  the  word  back 
on  liim  again  and  again  and  again  in  the  fury  of  my 
solitary  instinct.  "Loved  her!  Oh,  God!  do  not 
profane  the  word — oh,  child !  how  should  you  know? 
Love  ?  What  has  love  to  do  with  the  mindless 
follies  and  the  soulless  vagaries  of  men  ?  One 
catches  the  rotten  pear  that  falls  with  golden  skin 
across  one's  summer  jjath ;  but  what  fruit  of 
thought,  what  flower  of  fancy,  what  fragrance  of 
heart  or  soul  can  there  be  there  ?  Another 
passer-by  had  had  it,  coming  first.  Oh,  gioja 
mia !  oh,  anima  mia  !  listen,  listen,  listen, 
and  believe !  If  you  love  me,  be  jealous  as 
you  will  of  the  wind  that  touches  me,  of  the 
sun  that  shines  on  me,  of  the  air  I  breathe,  or 
of  the  earth  I  tread,  but  never  be  jealous  of  a 
soulless  love.     There  is  no  dead  thing  in  its  cold 
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corruption  that  a  man  can  ever  loathe  as  he  loathes 
that !  " 

I  shut  my  ears  to  the  sweet  pleadmg  of  his 
heart.  I  wrenched  my  hands  from  him.  I 
struggled  from  his  arms. 

"  Ah !  so  you  say,  ah  !  so  you  say,"  I  said  to 
him.  "  But  why  should  I  believe  you?  You  de- 
ceived me  once !  " 

His  head  bowed  itself  down  upon  my  feet;  he 
was  silent  a  moment,  then  he  raised  his  face  quite 
bloodless  as  the  dead  are  in  the  chill  moonrays. 

"  Oh,  my  darling  !  I  know,  I  know !  "  he  mur- 
mured softly.  "  But  be  gentle,  have  patience;  what 
else  then  could  I  do  ?  I  was  frank  with  jon — as 
frank  as  I  could  be ;  not  to  lay  evil  bare  beneath  your 
guileless  eyes.  I  told  you  fi-om  the  first  we  were 
unfit  for  you ;  only  3'ou  j)leaded  so  to  stay,  and 
my  heart  pleaded  for  you.  You  were  so  j^oung,  so 
helpless,  so  utterly  lonely  in  jour  defenceless 
ignorance  ;  and  I  tried  to  get  better  shelter  for 
you,  and  I  failed.  And  you  were  happy,  and  you 
heard  no  harm.  It  was  a  shame  to  love  you,  and 
let  one's-self  be  loved.  Ah,  yes !  I  know,  but  it 
was  all  so  natural,  so  innocent,  so  unforeseen ;  ah. 
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light  of  my  eyes  !  I  sinned  to  you,  indeed.  But 
all  the  while  I  strove  so  hard  to  do  my  duty  to  you, 
— such  poor  and  feeble  duty  as  I  could.  Can  j'ou 
not  forgive  me  that  I  erred  in  weakness  ?  " 

Almost  I  yielded  as  I  heard ;  the  crowd, 
astonished  and  impatient,  surged  with  loud  out- 
cry through  the  narrow  street  below ;  but  all  that 
I  had  ears  for  was  that  sweet,  sonorous,  passionate 
A'oice  that  had  made  its  music  for  me  in  the  old 
dead  days  in  the  moon-lightened  fields,  whilst  the 
maize  was  all  ablaze  with  the  love  fires  of  the 
lucciolei.  Almost  I  yielded  :  all  the  life  in  me  was 
yearning  for  his  life ;  for  the  softness  of  silent  kisses ; 
for  the  warmth  of  folded  hands,  for  the  gladness  of 
summer  hours  spent  side  by  side  in  the  ilex  shadow, 
for  the  passion  and  the  peace  of  mutual  love  that 
smiles  at  the  sun,  and  knows  that  heaven  holds  no 
fairer  joys  than  those  which  are  its  own,  at  the 
mere  magic  of  a  single  touch  ! 

Almost  I  jdelded,  held  there  by  his  close-clasped 
arms,  his  face  looking  upward  as  he  kneeled  there 
where  the  moonrays  fell. 

A  moment  —  a  word — and  it  was  mine  again  ; 
mine   for   evermore  ;    mine    a   thousandfold   more 
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strong  in  sweetness,  and  more  sweet  in  strength 
tlian  I  had  known  it  whilst  the  wild  libeccio  blew 
the  fragrance  from  the  trampled  grasses  and  the 
trodden  grapes  and  the  tossing  roses  on  the  hill- 
side on  the  night  of  the  saints  beneath  Fiesole. 
A  moment,  and  it  was  mine.  And  I,  oh  fool ! 
oh  poor,  vain,  proud,  half-hearted  little  fool!  I 
shut  my  heart  to  him,  and  shuddered  in  scorn 
from  the  deep  dreamful  delight  that  stole  upon 
me  like  a  trance. 

Should  the  lips  that  had  touched  hers  seek  mine 
again  ?  should  the  man  who  could  sink  to  that 
baseness  of  a  sensual  bondage  kneel  at  my  feet  and 
pray  to  me  for  union  of  my  soul  with  his  ? 

I  dared  not  trust  myself  to  look  on  him ;  I 
flung  my  head  back,  and  strained  against  the  all- 
compelling  force  of  his  embrace. 

"  You  talk — you  talk — you  talk — as  poets  do  ! "  I 
cried  to  liim,  in  my  vain,  bitter,  childish  rage.  "It 
is  your  art,  your  trade  !  You  string  the  terza  rima 
for  a  brazierfull  of  contadini's  pence — any  night 
they  ask  you — at  a  village  fair-.  A  poet — you,  who 
for  three  years  could  find  companionshij)  in  such  as 
she  ;  who,  for  all  those  seasons  could  star  unshamed 
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and  show  yourself  upon  your  stage  beside  her  like 
your  own  dancing  dog  beside  its  chained  and  coHared 
mate  !  I  will  not  hear  you — no !  It  is  too  late. 
Go  to  her — go !  Since  once  you  found  yoiu*  level 
with  her,  keep  it.  It  is  too  late,  I  say: — words? 
— oh,  yes  !  They  are  your  art ;  I  know.  You  can 
make  men  weep,  and  laugh  at  them  in  youi*  sleeve. 
You  can  make  children  laugh ;  and  you  all  the 
while  as  weary  and  sad  as  death.  That  is  your 
trade,  to  lie.  A  little  lie  or  two — one  more  or  less 
— what  does  it  signif}"  ?  Y'ou  dupe  a  woman — 
what  of  that  ?  It  is  your  art  to  fool  the  world  witli 
the  sham  artifice  of  every  counterfeit  emotion. 
Practise  on  every  fool  that  loves  you — her  or  me, 
or  any  otlier — what  does  it  matter '?  yon  sa'e  still 
upon  your  stage  !  " 

He  loosed  his  ai'ms  from  round  me  and  rose 
slowl}'",  staggering  a  little  in  the  dusk}-  shimmer  of 
the  shadows  and  the  moonbeams.  There  was  a 
look  upon  his  face  that  I  had  never  seen  there. 
God  forgive  me  !  So,  I  think,  must  a  man  surely 
look  who  gets  his  death-blow  straight  through  flesh 
and  bone,  and  lives  a  second's  space  to  look  death 
in  the  face. 
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"  You  say  that — you  '?  "  he  murmured  ;  and  thcji 
was  still,  resting  his  eyes  upon  my  own  in  an  un- 
spoken reproach,  that  pierced  me  like  a  knife  thrust 
through  my  heart. 

"Yes,  I  say  it — I — why  not?"  I  cried  to  him, 
stung  by  remorse  at  the  pain  I  dealt,  and  yet  driven 
on  by  what  I  deemed  my  wrongs.  "  Have  I  not 
seen  you,  heard  you,  watched  you  a  hundred  times 
if  once,  playing  at  any  passion  that  you  would  ?  Of 
course  it  was  so  easy  to  cheat  me,  a  child  that 
trusted  you,  and  took  your  every  word  as  a  fixed  law 
of  God's !  From  first  to  last  you  know  that  you 
deceived  me  ;  from  the  day  you  gave  me  the  gold 
florins,  to  the  night  you  said  you  loved  me.  If 
you  had  loved  me,  would  you  have  let  me  live  in 
that  paradise  of  falsehoods  for  one  single  hour? 
Would  you  not  rather  have  sought  for  me  my  father 
and  my  kindred  ?  I  come  of  a  gi'eat  race ;  I  told 
you  so ;  somewhere  in  the  world  live  peoi:)le  who 
would  own  and  shelter  me,  people  who  would  lift 
me  up  into  some  light  of  fair  repute  and  of  known 
dignity.  If  you  had  loved  me,  that  is  the  thing  you 
would  have  done  ;  I  being  too  young,  and  poor,  and 
simple,  and  ignorant  to  be  ever  able  to  do  it  for 
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myself :  you  boast  of  honour  ;  you  say  jon  are  the 
last  of  a  once  mighty  line,  though  only  now  a 
wandering  player ;  if  it  were  so,  if  you  were  worthy  of 
the  loyalty  and  love  those  people  in  the  streets  give 
to  you  for  their  country's  sake,  would  you  have  let 
your  feet  rest  or  your  eyes  close  until  you  should 
have  given  me  some  firm,  straight  place  in  life,  some 
hold  upon  my  kith  and  kin,  some  knowledge  of  my 
heritage  ?  For  me  it  is  impossible  ;  but  for  you  to 
have  done  that,  how  easy  !  Then,  indeed,  I  might 
have  said  you  loved  me." 

He  was  quite  quiet  as  he  listened.  Men  are  so 
generous — oh,  heaven,  yes,  how  generous — for  only 
think  how  rare  it  is  that  ever  a  man  will  strike  a 
woman  ?  And  they,  themselves,  dail^',  hourly,  in- 
cessantly stung,  and  bit,  and  galled,  and  chained  hj 
scorpion  words  and  adder  kisses !  Men  are  so 
generous  ;  he  was  so.  He  never  once  lifted  up  his 
voice  and  said,  as  he  might  have  said  so  justly :  "And 
what  title  had  I  to  serve  and  save  you  ?  Why  did 
I  not  leave  you  as  I  found  you,  a  beggar  in  the  ilex 
wood  that  da}'  ?" 

He  was  quite  quiet.  All  the  glow  and  eagerness 
and  fervour  of  passion  had  died   off  his  face  ;   it 
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grew  cold,  and  colourless,  and  still,  with  the  im- 
penetrable stillness  of  an  Italian  face  that  masks 
all  pain. 

"  No  doubt  j'ou  are  right,"  he  said,  gravely.  "  It 
would  have  been  better  had  I  done  so.  But, — 
you  doubt  I  loved  you, — I  ?" 

In  lieu  of  such  a  gentle  word  as  that,  why  did  he 
not  throw  me  down  under  his  feet,  and  cast  on  me 
his  goodness  and  his  grace,  his  tender  thoughtful- 
ness  and  patient  care  of  me,  like  coals  of  fire  on  my 
vain,  foohsh  cruel  head  ?  If  men  set  their  heel  more 
often  on  what  is  weak  and  worthless,  I  think  women 
might  be  better  than  they  are ;  God  knows. 

All  my  old  perfect  love  for  him,  all  my  old  perfect 
faith  in  him,  welled  up  in  ni}^  faint  heart  and  almost 
broke  the  forces  of  my  bitter  vanity  and  greed. 
Almost,  but  not  quite  ;  for  what  I  knew,  might  he 
not  have  come  to  me  fresh  that  very  night  from  the 
babbling  Hps  and  the  brown  hands  of  liis  old  toy  ? 

I  was  passionate  with  woman's  passion  ;  I  was 
cruel  with  children's  cruelty. 

"Why  should  I  believe  you?"  I  cried  to  him. 
"  You  have  let  me  believe  a  lie — once  ! " 

His  face  flushed  crimson,  then  grew  very  pale 
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under  its  olive  darkness.  I  think  he  looked 
as  a  dead  man  must  do.  He  shrank  a  little  as 
though  one  had  struck  him  a  blow,  a  blow  that  he 
could  not  return. 

"  You  have  a  right  to  reproach  me  as  you  wUl," 
he  said  very  gentl}'.  **  And  how  should  you  know, 
how  should  3'ou  know  ?" 

A  heavy  sigh  ran  through  the  words  and  made 
them  barely  audible.  He  looked  at  me  very  long, 
very  wistfully,  with  no  passion  in  his  eyes,  only  a 
despair,  that  was  so  great  that  it  chilled  me  into 
speechless  terror.  For  it  was  so  unlike  himself,  or 
at  least  I  thought  so  in  my  ignorance.  He  paused 
a  moment,  looldng  so. 

A  convulsion  of  longing  seized  me  to  thi'ow  myself 
into  his  arms  and  cHng  to  him  for  ever,  for  ever,  for 
ever,  forgetting  all  and  all  forgiving.  But  I  was  a 
child  ;  I  was  fierce,  I  was  ignorant,  I  was  wayward, 
and  I  had  been  wounded  m  the  one  sweet,  sacred, 
perfect  faith  of  my  short  life.  I  stood  there  silent 
and  unjdelding ;  my  burning  eyes  were  tearless, 
my  scornful  mouth  was  mute. 

There  must  have  been  that  in  my  attitude,  or  in 
my  look,  or  in  my  silence,  that  stung  him  like  some 
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insult,  for  the  blood  flashed  back  into  his  face,  and 
he  raised  himself  with  his  old  dauntless  and  grand 
gesture. 

"  Even  you  shall  not  say  that  twice,"  he  mur- 
mured. "I  will  sei've  you  in  other  ways,  God 
willing,  but  you  shall  not  see  my  face  again. 
Farewell." 

Before  I  had  measured  the  force  of  what  he  had 
said  he  had  gone  ;  turned  away  and  passed  from 
sight. 

A  single  step,  a  single  cry  would  have  called  him 
back.  But  I  stood  motionless  and  silent  still ;  and 
let  him  go  :  O  God  ! 

The  clamorous  people  thronging  the  staircase 
and  the  stairs,  filled  the  night  with  their  loud 
outcries.  I  called  him  back,  but  all  in  vain  ;  my 
voice  was  drowned  in  the  tumult  as  a  child's  death- 
cry  in  a  storm  at  sea. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

DEAD    ROSES. 

|HIS  was  in  the  week  that  followed    upon 
Pasqiia. 

The  summer  months  went  by,  and  I 
neither  counted  them  nor  knew  what  thej'  were 
bringing. 

The  days  and  nights  passed  by  in  an  agony,  at 
times  fierce  and  at  others  dull,  but  always  agony 
like  that  of  a  gunshot  wound  which  burns  like  a 
flame  one  hour  and  aches  like  a  bruise  another. 

The  face  of  Pascarel  I  never  saw  ;  and  once 
when  httle  Tista  went  by  and  Giiidetta  asked  him 
what  was  become  of  the  wild  fellow  for  whom  he 
had  made  her  burn  her  lamp  all  night,  Tista  called 
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up  to  her  sadl}-,  "He  is  out  of  the  city,  mother ; 
and  we  are  flat  as  ditch  water — all  of  us." 

I  never  stirred  out ; — never  once. 

I  thought  that  it  would  make  me  mad  to  see  the 
sun  shme  upon  his  Florence — and  I  did  not  fear 
death,  but  I  feared  madness. 

I  had  seen  it  once,  in  a  beautiful  dark  woman  in 
old  Ferrara,  whose  lover  had  been  swept  down  in 
the  winter  floods  and  drowned  before  her  eyes, 
and  she  was  forever  walking  to  and  fro  along  the 
water's  edge  and  calling  to  it  to  give  up  her  'Dino ; 
I  had  seen  her  pacing  there  crying  forever  the  one 
name  when  the  sun  was  up,  as  when  the  moon  was 
high ;  she  was  sacred  in  Ferrara ;  the  rudest  ruffian 
of  the  streets  would  not  have  touched  dead  'Dino's 
"  Pazza."  And  sometimes  I  feared — in  the  hush 
of  the  night  I  often  feared — that  I  should  be  just 
like  her.  For  all  I  said,  ever,  and  ever,  and  ever, 
was  just  one  name,  as  she  did, — only  I  said  it  in 
my  heart, — and  no  one  heard. 

I  never  stirred  out — as  I  say. 

Often  Giiidetta  strove  to  take  me  with  her 
to  Sta.  Spirito,  and  draw  me  out  to  see  the 
humour  of  the    streets ;    but  week   by  week,   and 
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month  by  month  dragged  on,  and  I  stayed  there  by 
the  cold  hearth  and  saw  the  hand's  breadth  of  blue 
sky  burn  above  the  palace  roof,  and  prayed — as  far 
as  I  ever  prayed — to  have  an  end  made  to  my  pain 
in  death. 

But  death,  like  other  gifts,  comes  not  for  our 
asking. 

One  morning,  as  I  lay  there  upon  my  bed,  old 
Gi^detta  drew  her  stocking  off  her  arm,  put  down 
her  spectacles,  and  looked  at  me  with  her  brown 
Tuscan  eyes. 

"  Do  you  know  that  it  is  the  Ascension  week, 
and  we  are  now  in  June  ? "  she  asked  me  sud- 
denly. 

I  shook  my  head  wearily ;  what  to  me  was  the 
flight  of  time,  or  the  advent  of  summer  ? 

"  I  have  seen  sixty-eight  summers  come  and 
go,"  she  said,  after  a  pause. 

I  did  not  answer. 

"  Sixty-eight  summers," she  said  again.  "There 
was  a  time  with  me  when  the  sight  of  the  sun  and 
the  smell  of  the  flowers  made  me  sick — soul  and 
body — as  you  are." 

I  heard  her,  but  her  words  were  nothing  to  me. 
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I  should  not  have  heeded  in  these  days,  I  think,  the 
roar  of  flames,  or  thunders  of  a  flood. 

*'  Listen  to  me  a  little,"  said  Giiidetta,  and  she 
turned  her  round  on  her  oaken  stool  and  sat  with 
the  sun  touching  the  gi'ated  panes  above  her  old 
white  head.  She  was  a  little  tender  old  soul,  for- 
ever cliii'ping  on  her  lonely  hearth  like  a  little  brown 
grillo,  and  very  good  and  patient  with  me,  and  I 
all  the  whUe  brutally  thankless.  "Listen  a  Little. 
You  3'oung  things  think  no  one  Mas  ever  born 
before  you ;  it  seems  so  new  to  you,  all  you  suffer. 
You  are  wrong.  Listen.  "When  I  was  fourteen  I 
was  a  dancer  at  the  opera-house  here ; — like  these 
girls  I  mend  for,  only  I  had  prettier  feet  than  they. 
I  was  a  sunple,  honest,  happy  thing ;  dancing  for 
my  bread  and  my  mother  s,  and  thinking  no  harm, 
and  doing  none.  I  danced  a  couple  of  jesa's ; 
heart  whole  and  content,  though  I  never  got  in  the 
front,  or  made  over  half  a  paul  a-night.  People  all 
said  I  was  pretty.  Perhaps  I  was,  as  a  robin  is. 
One  Carnival  night,  as  I  ran  home  in  the  snow,  I 
slipped  and  fell  dowTi  on  Carraria  bridge;  it  was 
very  bad  in  those  days.     A  passer  by  picked  me  up 

and  carried  me  home,  for  I  was  light  of  weight,  and 
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had  sprained  my  foot,  so  I  could  not  stand.     There 
was  no  dancing  for  me  for  weeks.     He  came  to  see 
how   it   fared   with   me;    came   often;    he   was   a 
nobleman,  and  a  soldier ;  a  Francese,  too.     Before 
the  vines  were  in  flower  we  had  got  to  love  one 
another.     Some  people  shook  their   heads  at  me, 
but  that  did  not  matter;  no  man  had  touched  so 
much  as  my  hand  till  he  kissed  it.     That  year — 
well,  I  thank  the  good  God  for  it.     One  can  live  on 
a  year.     He  would  have  given  me  all  manner  of 
great  and  rich  things.     But  I  said,  *  No,  no,  no ;  if 
I  take  a  paul  of  yours,  what  shall  I  be  better  than 
the   rest?'     And  all  he  ever  gave  me  was  a  few 
knots  of  roses.     I  have  got  them.     They  will  be 
put  in  my  coffin  with  me.     Wlien  the  year  was  Hved 
out, — I  thank  the  dear  God  for  that  year, — there 
were  war  and  trouble,  and  that  great  one  they  called 
Napoleone  was  in  his  death-struggle,  so  they  talked. 
Then  my  love  came  to  me  and  said,  *  See,  he  was 
my  chief,  and  I  owe  him  much,  and  I  cannot  let 
him  fall  and  I  not  there.     You  are  the  light  of  my 
eyes,  Giiidetta,  but  what  can  I  do  when  my  honour 
speaks  ?  '     I  tried  all  I  could  to  speak  to  him.    For 
honour — that  sounds  so  hard  to  us  women.     We  do 
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not  see  it ;  iiiul  it  is  always  set  against  us;  and  we 
have  no  slinro  with  it ;  and  wc  hate  it,  1  think. 
Lilt  all  I  could  do  did  not  stir  liiin.  'If  I  come 
not  baok  in  a  year's  si)ace  I  am  dead  in  battle,'  he 
said.  Then  he  kissed  me  for  the  last  time  and 
went.  Napoleone  was  ruined  and  put  in  chains ; 
that  they  said ;  hut  he — he  never  came  back — not 
at  that  year's  end,  nor  any  other's.  And  never  a 
word  have  I  had.  It  is  near  fifty  years  now. 
Never  a  word — dear  God.  People  made  a  mock  of 
me,  and  cried,  '  A  fine  lover ! — he  was  only  tired, 
and  fooled  thee ! '  But  I  never  answered  them 
back.  I  knew  he  was  dead,  or  he  would  have 
come.  AVhat  use  was  it  to  have  loved  him  if  one 
had  not  such  little  faith  as  that  ?  " 

Her  voice  shook  a  moment,  and  di'opped  into 
silence ;  it  was  all  still  in  the  chamber ;  the  gold 
sunbeams  shone  through  the  gratings  and  cast  an 
am'eole  on  her  old  bent  head. 

After  awhile,  she  took  up  her  tale  again. 

"  There  were  times  I  was  mad,  and  was  nigh 
throwing  my  body  in  the  river,  and  making  an  end, 
but  I  thought  the  good  God  would  not  let  me  meet 
him  in  Paradise  if  I  did  that.     So  I  went  on  and 
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on,  and  bore  with  mj-  life.  I  never  danced  again — 
no,  no, — it  was  not  for  others  to  look  on  what  he 
had  used  to  call  fair.  I  took  to  mending  the 
maglie  and  the  hose,  as  I  do  now,  just  getting 
bread ;  that  was  all.  My  poor  old  mother  lived  a 
long  while.  She  used  to  fret  herself,  and  curse  me. 
I  was  good  to  look  at,  and  there  were  many  men  of 
our  quarter  here  wanted  me — all  in  man-iage  and 
honesty.  And  my  mother  could  not  see  why  I 
shook  them  off  *  all  for  a  bad  man,  and  a  dead  one, 
or  as  good  as  dead,'  she  would  say — she  did  not 
know.  She  lived  a  long  while  here ; — yes,  here  ; — 
I  was  born  in  tliis  room.  I  shall  die  in  it.  He  used 
to  want  me  to  change  to  some  fine  villa  up  in  the 
orchards  and  gardens ;  but  I  always  said  no  ; — if  I 
had  taken  an  ounce  of  silver  from  him,  I  should  have 
felt  he  had  bought  my  kisses.  I  only  took  the  roses, 
— I  have  them  safe, — they  will  put  them  in  my 
coffin  with  me.  So  many,  many,  manj'  j-ears  I  used 
to  look  out  at  this  window  to  watch  for  him  cominjj 
down  the  street,  as  he  used  to  do,  just  at  nightfall, 
as  the  moon  came  up  over  the  old  palace  there.  I 
go  and  look  stiQ — still — and  I  always  think  I  shall 
see  him  just  the  same,  just  as  young  and  light  of 
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foot  as  he  was  then.     And  it  is  tifty  years  ago — fifty 
years  tliis  Carnival." 

She  was  silent ;  the  sunbeams  fell  through  the 
grating  on  to  the  stone  floor.  She  drew  her  stock- 
ing on  her  arm  again,  and  worked  on  and  on,  on 
and  on. 

I  shivered  where  I  lay. 

Fifty  years  !  and  always  alone  thus ! 

My  life  looked  ghastly  to  me,  seen  by  the  light  of 
this  coi-pse  candle  that  shone  over  these  buried 
lives. 

Should  I  live  to  be  as  old — always  alone — alwajs 
alone — live  to  tell  my  tale  calmly,  sitting  in  the 
evening  light  ? 

If  I  had  had  strength,  I  think,  in  that  moment's 
agony,  I  should  have  yielded  to  the  temptation  that 
had  in  her  youth  beset  Giudetta,  and  have  gone  out 
into  the  streets,  and  flung  myself  into  tjie  full  flood 
of  the  mountain-shed  Arno  water. 

Swift  death  !  fierce  death  !  how  fail-  and  pitiful  it 
looked  beside  these  fifty  lonely  years  jjassed  in 
poverty  and  pain  under  the  strong  summer  suns 
and  all  the  driving  winter  blasts  ! 

"And    did  you  never  doubt  him — never  doubt 
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that  lie  lived  and  was  faithless  to  you  ?  "  I  asked 
her,  roused  out  of  my  apathy  and  isolation  into  a 
faint  passing  sense  of  some  human  interest. 

She  looked  at  me  with  eyes  a  little  angered  and 
more  surprised,  and  paused  in  her  work,  the 
stocking  on  her  arm. 

"  Doubt  him  !  But,  hambina  mia,  you  have  not 
understood.  I  had  loved  him  and  belonged  to  him  ; 
how  could  I  ever  doubt  him — after  that  ?  " 

The  answer  burnt  me  with  a  hot,  sharp  shame. 

She  was  an  old  ignorant  woman — one  of  the  very 
poor ;  she  could  not  read  or  write  ;  she  had  no 
knowledge  of  any  sort ;  she  had  a  child's  eagerness 
for  seeing  feasts  and  pastimes ;  she  would  gossip  by 
the  hour  with  the  people  in  the  street  about  any 
passing  trifle  of  the  town  ;  she  was  a  little  homely, 
harmless,  hard-working  body,  who  went  to  pray  in 
great  white  Santo  Spirito  in  a  dumb,  dog-like,  wist- 
ful, pagan  sort  of  faith ;  she  was  the  gossip  of  the 
washerwoman  over  the  way,  and  the  crony  of  the 
cobbler  at  his  stall  in  the  road  below ;  she  was  only 
old  Giudetta,  the  mender  of  the  dancers'  maglie  ; 
and  yet,  shut  up,  unseen  in  the  rude,  wrinkled, 
weather-worn  rind  of  her    rough   life,    there    was 
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hidden  tlie  jmre  white  lieiirt  ot"  this  noble  and 
deathless  faith  ! 

Beside  her  I  seemed  in  my  own  sight  to  fall  away 
worthless  and  rootless — witli  neither  love  nor 
faith. 

This  was  such  love  as  he  had  dreamed  of,  there  on 
the  star  tower,  in  the  days  of  sprmg — the  love  that 
sees  as  God  sees,  and,  has  pardon  and  pity,  wide  as 
the  width  of  heaven. 

It  had  not  been  in  me  ;  young,  with  the  years 
Love  loves,  and  dreaming  vnth.  glad  eyes  against  the 
sun,  and  fleet  feet,  light  as  a  blown  leaf  upon  a 
world  of  flowers.  It  was  in  her,  jioor,  old,  and 
utterly  alone  ; — whose  solitary  hope  on  earth  was 
that  a  dead  rose  should  lie  with  her  in  her  grave  : 
— a  rose  dead  fifty  summers. 


CHAPTER   Y. 

UNDER    THE    WHITE    LION. 

PUDETTA  found  time  betwixt  the  mending 
of  the  maglie  to  do  many  a  little  helpful 
act  for  her  poor  brethi'en  and  neighbours. 
She  was  always  moving  about  at  such  times,  as  the 
hose  she  had  to  mend  were  not  so  many  that  the)' 
occupied  all  her  time  from  sunrise  on  to  midnight. 
But  one  August  da}-,  going  down  the  seventy  odd 
staii's  of  the  old  house  she  dwelt  in,  she  slipped 
and  twisted  her  foot  mider  the  brass  pail  that  she 
was  carrj'ing  for  water  to  the  well  below. 

She  was  a  helpful,  stout-hearted  soul,  and  bore  it 
well,  and  contrived  to  do  for  herself  and  me,   and 
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even  to  make  the  little  frugal  meals  all  the  same. 
But  she  could  not  move  beyond  the  church  to 
which  she  went  nightl)'  at  vespers  ;  and  her  neigh- 
bour's child  had  to  run  hither  and  tliither  over  the 
town:  to  fetch  and  cai'iy  home  the  stockings  that 
were  her  only  source  of  income. 

I  should  have  done  this,  no  doubt ;  but  I  was  too 
deeply  simk  in  the  apathy  of  pain  to  notice  any  duty. 
Nevertheless,  one  day,  when  the  little  lad  was  later 
in  than  usual,  she  so  begged  of  me  to  take  home- 
ward some  maghe,  without  which  the  poor  dancer 
waiting  for  them  would  be  unable  to  make  her  ap- 
pearance at  the  summer  theatre  that  night,  that  a 
vague  sense  of  the  shamefulness  of  my  own  absorp- 
tion stii-red  in  me  ;  and,  the  hour  being  close  on 
eveningtime,  and  the  streets  alread}'  dusk,  I  wi-apped 
myself  closely  in  an  old  dark-hooded  cloak  of  hers, 
and  for  the  first  time  in  six  months  and  more,  went 
out  into  the  air. 

It  made  me  stagger  and  feel  sick. 

The  owner  of  the  maglie  lived  beyond  the  Fre- 
diano  Gate.  The  streets  seemed  all  in  a  tangle  of 
strange  unknown  curves  to  me— I,  who  had  known 
the  city,  as  a  child  his  father's  garden-ways,   was 
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adrift  in  it  as  in  a  foreign  desert  place.  There  was 
the  red  evenmg  light  ever}"«here,  burning  on  the 
black  shadows  and  the  gi'ey  housewalls.  Bells  were 
beginning  to  toll  for  vespers.  There  was  the  scent 
of  orchards  from  great  mounds  of  ripe  and  rottin}^ 
fruits.  There  was  a  loud  gay  chatter  of  voices  and 
hurry  of  feet  everywhere.  A  girl,  about  my  years, 
leaned  from  a  casement,  and  threw  down  a  knot  ot 
carnations,  and  pouted,  and  shook  her  head  ruefully 
at  a  young  man  standing  below  in  a  grey  shirt  and 
a  scarlet  cap. 

"  No  chance  of  a  stroll  to-night,  Agnolo  : — mother 
will  not  let  me  stir  from  the  treccia." 

She  thought  it  such  a  hard  fate,  leaning  there, 
tied  to  her  task  of  straw-plaiting,  with  her  lover  in 
the  street  below,  unable  to  get  out  in  the  cool 
summer  night,  to  stray  into  the  woods,  and  see  the 
lucciole  lighten,  and  count  the  nobles'  carriages  in 
the  wide,  moonlit  piazzone.  She  thought  it  such  a 
hard  fate,  only  able  to  toss  down  the  carnations — 
Oh  God  !  she  did  not  dream  how  hungrily  I  below 
there  envied  her  the  shelter  and  the  tATannvaijainst 
which  she  thus  rebelled. 

Out  by  the  Frediano  Gate  there  was  more  light. 
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The  afterglow  came  in  full  from  tliu  west,  across 
the  valdigreve.  The  cypresses  of  Oliveto  were 
standing  out  against  a  wonderful  sky  ;  ro8e-i)m*i)le, 
like  the  heart  of  a  dahlia  llower.  The  Strozzi  lion 
couched  white  amongst  the  hanging  woods.  Along 
the  road  that  wound  at  their  hase  there  were  some 
contadmi  going  homewards  to  the  outlying  villages. 

One  of  these  came  towards  me  on  a  hlack  mule. 
She  was  a  little  round  red-and-brown  figure ;  her 
panniers  were  full  of  market  merchandise  ;  before 
her  strutted  slowly  a  flock  of  young  turkeys  ;  she 
held  a  long  switch,  with  wliicli  she  struck  at  them ; 
the  old  mule  hobbled  slowly  in  theii*  wake ;  the  grey 
plumes  of  the  birds  spread  fanlike  over  the  dust  of 
the  highway,  as  the}'  rose  and  rustled  in  their 
wrath. 

"  Om"  Lady  grant  me  patience,  oh  you  diavolini !  " 
cried  the  shrill,  swift  voice  of  the  market-woman. 
"  The  sun  is  down,  and,  sm-ely  as  one  lives,  you 
will  all  go  to  roost  in  the  hedges — you  always  do  ; — 
just  wherever  you  find  yourselves,  like  the  stupid 
boobies  of  birds  that  you  are  !  And  what  can  one 
do  with  you,  you  wretched  simpletons  ? — sit  and 
watch  you  in  the  hedge  oneself  all  night,  or  else  not 


142  PASCARt^L. 


a  wing  feather  of  you  will  there  be  to  be  seen  in  the 
morning  !  Such  thieves  as  they  all  are  in  this  city. 
That  is  what  comes  of  buying  you  of  that  Pratoese 
by  the  barracks.  If  ever  I  buy  jioultr}^  in  the  street 
agam,  may  all  my  eggs  be  addled  !  And  go  to  roost 
you  will ; — and  we  all  these  kilometres  off  home  : 
you  must  have  the  tempers  of  a  herd  of  gipsies  in 
you,  you  nasty  beasts,  or  you  would  never  squat  in 
any  hedge  hke  that,  instead  of  waiting  to  get  to 
proper  perches  like  good  God-fearing  fowls " 

The  shrill,  scolding  tones  dropped  suddenly ; 
then  a  little  frightened  slu-iek  broke  the  silence ; 
her  switch  fell  in  the  dust,  her  bridle  on  the  mule's 
neck.  In  the  warm  ruddy  light,  under  the  dusky 
wood,  amidst  the  grey  fluttering  feathers  of  the 
birds,  the  little  round,  rosy  face  of  Brunotta  looked 
down  into  mine,  blanchmg  with  sudden  fear  and 
wonder.  Her  hands  sought  the  ring  of  amber  beads 
about  her  throat,  and  her  lips  began  to  mutter 
prayers. 

Perhaps  I  looked  the  ghost  of  my  dead  self  to 
her,  there,  in  the  shadows  and  the  warmth,  perhaps ; 
— I  was  so  changed.  And  the  long,  dusky  folds  of 
the  cloak  covered  my  shape  loosely  from  head  to 
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foot,  and  all  she  saw  were  my  wide  opened,  feverish- 
startled  eyes.  I  did  not  move.  I  sat  on  the  stones, 
and  looked  up  at  her.  I  felt  no  wonder,  no  sur- 
prise, no  passion  of  any  kind  ;  only  a  dreary  deso- 
late disgust  and  sickliness  of  great  humiliation. 
He  had  loved  her — this  little  shrill,  scolding,  petu- 
lant, coarse  fool,  striking  at  her  turkeys  with  her 
switch — that  was  all  I  thought  of :  what  better  did  I 
know? 

The  birds  fluttered  to  right  and  left  of  her ; 
the  mule  stood  still ;  the  other  people  had  gone  on 
round  the  bend  of  the  wall;  it  was  quite  quiet; 
there  was  only  the  sound  of  a  fisher's  feet  wading 
in  the  river  below  the  bridge. 

"  Is  it  you  ? — is  it  you,  indeed,  donzella  ?  "  she 
murmured,  timorously,  her  hands  clasping  and 
counting  the  beads  all  the  while.  "  I  thought  you 
were  dead ;  I  always  thought  so.  You  look  dead 
now ;  only  your  eyes  bum.  Are  you  angry  ?  Are 
you  very  angry  still  ?  Oh,  holy  Gesii !  how  you 
frighten  me  !  " 

I  made  her  no  answer. 

I  gazed  at  her  in  a  sort  of  di'eamy  contemplation, 
in  which  my  disgust  of  her  was  lost  in  deeper  scorn 
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for  liim  and  for  myself.  This  was  the  thing  that 
had  shared  his  heart  with  nie :  this  was  the  tov 
that  he  had  dallied  with  ere  he  had  turned  to  play 
in  my  turn  with  me !  So  I  thought,  i)oor  little, 
weak,  foithless,  ignorant  soul  that  I  was,  knowing 
nothing  of  the  foUies  and  fancies  of  men,  knowing 
nothing  of  how  their  passion  floats  over  an  ocean  of 
froth,  that  it  skims  curlew-like  till  it  dives  for  its 
one  pearl  of  price  in  the  depths  that  the  stonu 
stirs  and  opens. 

"  I  was  sorrj'  as  soon  as  I  had  done  it,"  she 
began  to  whimper.  "  But  who  was  to  know  he 
was  in  the  Bargello  ?  And  who  could  tell  that  you 
would  tear  awa}-^  and  kill  yourself  like  that  ?  You 
were  handsome,  and  you  said  you  were  illustrious. 
I  thought  all  would  go  well  with  you.  And  the 
very  next  day  I  went  and  vowed  a  necklace  to  the 
Virgin,  and  I  gave  it,  too  ;  a  beautiful  thing,  all 
real  silver,  with  a  moonstone,  that  that  big  black 
Dominic  hung  round  me  all  for  love — he  swore  it 
was  his  mother's;  but  I  beheve  he  pilfered  it. 
Anyway,  handsome  it  was,  and  the  Madonna  had 
it,  and  she  ought  to  have  had  a  care  of  you.  But 
if  you  are  not  dead,  you  must  be  very,  very  poor 
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— lO-i'  y(Mi  poor'?  AV'ill  vrMi  not  say  a  word  '?  Look 
you ;  now  it  is  all  over,  I  am  not  one  that  bears 
ill-will.  I  would  give  you  a  bed  and  a  bit  and 
drop — yos,  I  would;  iov  Cocomero,  he  never  saw 
any  good  looks  in  you ;  you  were  too  thin  for  him ; 
he  likes  a  woman  like  a  juicy  apple,  all  round  and 
ros}',  just  as  I  am.  And  if  you  like  to  come  home 
with  me,  come.  You  shall  be  welcome.  It  is  all 
over  with  Pascar^l  and  me,  you  know ;  and  I  have 
a  tidy  little  place  out  here,  Signa  way,  and  I  always 
was  a  handy  one  with  poultry " 

"  All  over  !  " 

I  echoed  the  words,  not  knowing  what  I  did. 
AMiat !  a  creature  lived  there,  rosy,  and  young,  and 
full  of  health,  and  quite  content  with  all  her  days, 
who  yet  could  say  thus  coolly  all  was  over  with 
her  love,  and  could  think  and  know  that  she 
would  see  his  face  and  hear  his  voice  no  more, 
and  yet,  a  moment  earlier,  had  had  no  care  but 
to  drive  her  gi-ey  birds  homeward  ere  the  evening 
fell! 

The  sound  of  my  voice  banished  her  strange 
fears  of  me  as  an  unreal  thing.  She  ceased  to  cling 
against  her  mule,   and  stepped  a  little  forward  in 
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the  dust.     The  sim  had  set,  it  was  growing  quite 
dark  under  the  shadow  of  Mount  Olivet. 

"  It  is  3-0U,  then donzelhi?  "  she  cried  aloud; 

*'  and  you  are  here   still  ?  and   in   p-eat  straits,  I 

thuik ;  for  where  are  your  yellow  skii-ts,  and  your 

sunny  hair,  and  your   jiroud    pretty  toss   of  your 

head  like  a  princess  bom  ?     One  would  think  you 

were  a  beggar,  sitting  on  those  stones  there.     Yes, 

it  is  all  over  with  him  and  me.     After  you  were 

gone  I  did  not  seem  to  care — somehow — I  had  been 

jealous, — and  when  he  was  in  prison — it  is  as  if 

a  man  were  dead,  you  know.     One  gets  to  forget — 

quite.     And  I  had  always  liked  Coco  :  he  was  such 

a  goodnatured  simpleton,   and  just  hke  a  baby  to 

manage,  and  as  meny  as  a  dog  in  a  fsiir.     So,  when 

Pascarel  found  us  out  one  day  in  Friuli  and  offered 

us  this  farm  here,  and  said  we  might  go  before  the 

Ijriest  and  syndic  and  make  all  straight  and  right, 

as  if  one  were  a  duchess,  why,  what  could  one  do 

better  ?     Coco  was  all  for  taking  nothing — men  are 

such  fools  ;  but  I,  I  said,  '  never  turn  your  back  on 

a  neat  little  podere,  and  a  mule,  and  a  poultry -house ; 

when  the  Madonna  sends  such  things,  we  should 

sin   indeed   not   to   take    them.'      And,    after   all, 
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(lancing  ubt»ut  in  tinsel  is  nierrv  and  good  enough 
in  its  way,  \n\i  one  cannot  do  it  for  ever,  and 
it  is  well  to  have  a  roof  over  one's  head,  and  a  fair 
name  for  fat  fowls  in  the  mercato  ;  and,  after  all, 
say  what  yoii  will,  it  is  something  to  be  a  wedded 
wife, — wedded  before  syndic  and  all. — and  if  you  only 
had  seen  the  old  mother's  face  the  first  day  I  walked 
into  the  hovel  in  Casentino,  and  hold  my  hand  up  to 
her  with  the  yellow  ring  !  It  was  worth  auNlhing 
just  to  spite  her,  for  she  had  always  sworn  I  should 
come  to  no  good,  but  die  in  a  ditch  ;  and  now  she 
would  give  her  ears  for  one  of  my  turkeys  to  fat  for 
Capo  d'  Anno." 

So  her  tongue  ran,  standing  there  in  the  white 
dust,  and  ending  with  a  little  gleesome  laugh  that 
showed  her  white  teeth  from  end  to  end  between 
the  ruddy  lips,  like  daisies  set  in  poppies. 

The  dusky  trees  and  purple  skies,  and  all  the 
deepening  shadows  in  the  bronze  and  gold  of  the 
night,  swam  round  me  in  cii'cles  of  darkness  and 
light. 

Brunotta  slid  herself  from  the  back  of  the  mule 
and  stood  leaning  against  the  animal  with  one  arm 
over  his  neck ;    a  little  niddy  figure,  scarlet   and 

l2 


148  FASCAEP.L. 


brown,  with  black  braids  shining,  and  silver  ear- 
rings ghstening  in  the  sunset,  just  as  I  had  seen 
her  first  of  all  as  the  day  had  died  and  the  crocus 
flowers  had  closed  in  the  ilex  woods  to  the  sounds 
of  the  mandoline. 

"  Are  you  angry  still?  "  she  muttered,  piteously. 
"  As  soon  as  I  had  told  you,  I  was  sorry — j-es,  I  was. 
I  am  not  a  bad  little  thing — only  I  was  sick  to  see 
liim  crazed  for  you,  and  I  wanted  you  to  know — out 
of  spite — yes,  out  of  spite.     But  as  soon  as  I  had 
done  it,  I  wished  it  undone.     I  hammered  at  the 
door  to  tell  you  so,  but  you  would  not  hsten.     You 
went  away  through  the  wmdow,  and  such  a  fuss  as 
the  padrona  made  about  her  rose  trees,  that  were  all 
dragged  down  and  trampled,  never  was  !     But  how 
you  look !     You  must  be  dead,  I  think.     And  if 
you  are  dead,  I  will  have  a  mass  said  for  you — two 
or  three  masses,  if  only  you  will  be  quiet,  and  not 
walk  at  night !  " 

She  began  to  sob  as  her  wont  was  in  any  fear,  or 
any  extremity ;  her  finger  in  her  mouth  lilie  a  sulk- 
ing child,  and  her  shoulders  shaking  against  the 
broad  neck  of  the  patient  mule. 

I  did  not  speak  to  her ;  I  did  not  even  rise  and 
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move  away.  I  sat  and  looked  at  lier  vacantly; 
while,  through  the  stupor  of  my  thoughts,  a  sliiver 
of  the  old  scornful,  Litter  hate  began  to  steal  ui)on 
and  stir  in  me. 

"  A  wife  !  "  I  echoed,  dully.  "  A  wife  !  whose 
wife?" 

I  had  only  one  thought.  I  had  gathered  no  defi- 
nite sense  from  her  Avords. 

She  looked  like  a  humbled  chidden  child  who 
finds  a  gilded  toy  he  boasted  of  is  only  rag  and 
patchwork  after  all.  Some  sense  and  tinge  of 
shame  came  on  her ;  she  shifted  her  feet  in  the 
dust.  There  was  a  sort  of  exultation  and  mortifi- 
cation struggling  in  her  as  she  answered, — 

"  I  am  Coco's  wife  ;  why  not  ?  He  is  just  such  a 
fool  as  he  seems  ;  and  he  dares  not  say  his  soul  is 
his  own  if  I  look  at  him.  That  is  the  stuff  one 
wants  in  a  husband.  And  I  always  had  been  fond 
of  him, — that  I  vow,— always.  And  when  Pascarel 
was  in  prison, — it  was  as  if  he  were  dead,  you  know. 
Of  course  I  did  not  mean  him  to  find  out,  but  he 
overheard  one  day,  and  then  he  gave  us  the  farm  ; 
and  Coco,  like  a  little  blind  barbaggiano  as  he  is, 
went  and  told  him  I  had  driven  you  away.     And 
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then  he  whs  in  such  madness  —  such  ruge — the 
samts  forgive  him !  I  never  saw  the  like.  And  we 
have  never  seen  him  since,  except  I  j  i->ed  him 
once  on  this  very  Signa  road,  and  thought  his  eyes 
would  have  witliorod  me  up  like  a  shrivelled  loaf 
— he  can  look  so,  you  know.  P.ut  I  1m  iir  ni» 
malice ;  no,  not  I ;  and  if  you  want  a  roof  over 
you,  I  will  give  it  you,  donzella — oh,  yes,  wiUingly ; 
and  we  will  let  hygones  be  bygones,  and  be  good 
friends,  just  as  we  used  to  be  ;  and  though  you  are 
useless  enough,  as  1  remember  well,  slill  there  are 
things  that  you  could  do  ;  and  if  you  could  not. 
I,  for  one,  should  never  grudge  you  anything,  and 
Coco, — whatsoever  I  tell  him  he  thinks  good,  or 
says  he  does,  which  comes  to  the  same  thing  ;  and 
you  could  see  the  house  was  safe  while  I  come 
into  the  mercato,  wliich  one  must  do  most  days,  or 
else  lose  credit  with  the  buyers.  You  see  I  bear 
no  malice— no,  not  I,— why  should  I  ?  I  have  all  I 
want.  So,  if  you  like  to  come — come  ;  — and  sav  no 
more  about  it." 

She  put  her  hands  out  as  she  spoke— rough, 
brown,  chubby,  rosy  palms— in  token  of  fair  faith 
and  of  all   amity.     She  meant  well— oh,  heavens, 
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yes !  she  meftnt  well,  poor  little  soulless,  mindless, 
empty  thing,  tlmt  ImJ  no  force  to  love  or  force 
to  hate. 

Why  (li.l  I  not  strike  her?  Wliy  .li.l  I  not  kill 
her '? 

I  moved  where  I  stood  in  the  dust :  a  convulsive 
shuiUlL-r  of  longing  shook  me  to  hurl  Ijt-r  lui'-k  into 
the  dust  and  strike  her  insult  dumb  upon  her 
mouth  as  men  may  do  with  one  another. 

But  some  strain  of  an  t)ld  proud  race  still  ran  in 
me  and  helped  me  to  keep  silence,  and  gave  me 
force  enough  to  rise  quite  quietly  from  the  heap  of 
stones  on  which  I  crouched,  heggar-like  as  she  had 
said,  and  li>ok  down  into  her  pretty,  cunning, 
timorous  eyes,  in  which  the  red  light  was  shining. 

*'  You  mean  no  harm,"  I  said  to  her,  "  may 
things  go  well  with  you.  But,  if  y(ju  are  wise, 
do  not  let  me  ever  see  your  face  again." 

And  so  I  left  her,  and  went  back  under  the 
olive  shadows  to  the  city,  and  she  stayed  there,  a 
little  frightened  ruddy  figure,  in  the  glory  of  the 
after-glow,  and  ere  I  had  gone  far  I  heard  her 
calling  to  her  birds  that  had  nestled  down  by  the 
Avavside  and  folded  then*  russet  pinions  for  their  rest, 
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like  feathered  gipsies  and  liedgeruw  i)hilusoi)hei*s,  as 
their  kind  have  ever  been. 

The  turkeys  would  roust  in  the  road — tlmt  was 
her  trouble  ;  she  had  forgot  all  other. 

Who  will  ma}'  see  her  any  day  sitting  unticrncatli 
her  green  umbrella,  with  her  fowls  chicking  loud 
around  her,  hard  by  the  old  Strozzi  jnle,  and 
not  a  stone's  throw  from  what  was  once  the  bottcga 
where  Benvenuto  shaped  his  Hercules  on  its  field  of 
lapis  lazuli,  and  fashioned  in  gold,  and  bronze, 
and  silver,  his  griffins  and  cherubs,  his  lilies  and 
fauns,  his  wild  acanthus  ^n•eaths,  and  his  love- 
legends  for  liis  daggers'  hilts. 

Ah,  dear  foohsli  folk  that  weep  for  women  !  to  one 
Gretchen  on  her  prison-bed  there  are  a  million, 
Brunotte  at  their  market  stalls. 

Some  pluck,  like  her,  their  speckled  hens  for  a  few 
soldi ;  some  pluck  their  golden  geese  in  the  gi-eat 
mercato  of  the  world  ;  but  theii*  end  is  all  the  same, 
and  they  ai'e  quite  content. 

I  went  on  past  the  bridge,  where  men  were 
wading  with  great  cloud-like  nets,  and  under- 
neath the  little  chm'ch  of  Santa  ]Marin,  whose 
niellow  bells  were  ringing  across  the  silent  water. 
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Tlie  sun  hml  (luite  sunk  ;  but  there  was  a  deep 
hot  ghue  ui)t»ii  the  ^ky  that  burnt  the  water  red, 
tlie  trees  that  stretch  away  towards  the  country 
were  bhick,  and  from  the  lull  nioou  that  hung  in 
breathless  purple  skies,  a  lovely  whiteness  touched 
the  river  here  and  there,  and  gleamed  upon  the  old 
pale  walls  of  Signa,  where  she  crouched  to  sleej) 
under  lier  feudal  hills,  scarce  changed  at  all  since 
the  davs  of  her  many  martvrdoms,  when  she 
was  ever  the  tii'st  and  surest  mark  for  steel  and 
torch  from  every  foe  who  came  across  the  moun- 
tains to  violate  the  fruitful  and  serene  loveliness  of 
the  olive-wreathed  Verzaja. 

I  paused  and  looked  back  at  all  that  evening  calm 
— once — just  once.  I  could  still  hear  the  voice  of 
Bruuotta  screaming  to  the  birds  beneath  the  monas- 
tery. I  thought  of  one  day,  one  golden  day  of  the 
late  summer,  that  we  bad  loitered  away  in  Signa  ; 
how  we  had  strayed  amongst  the  tossing  millet, 
and  wandered  amidst  the  old  monastic  walls,  and 
cut  reed  pipes  fi'om  the  canes  by  the  Greve  stream, 
and  quenched  our  thii-st  with  the  sweet  green  figs  as 
we  watched  the  cloud  shadows  come  and  go  on  the 
shallow  gold  of  the   Arno  water,  where  Hercules 


154  PAi^CARilL. 


had  cast  do^vTi  the  rock  that  in  later  days  served  to 
save  the  fan-  jewel-hung  throat  of  Fiorenza  from  the 
brutal  blade  of  her  ra%'isher  Castruccio. 

Then  I  groped  my  way  senselessly  thi-ough  the 
Frediano  Gate,  the  gate  of  the  green  country,  as 
the  old  City  called  it. 

It  was  night,  though  the  red  tinge  was  so  slow  to 
leave  the  west.  The  bells  were  tolling  everywhere. 
People  were  passing  through  the  doors  of  the 
churches  to  vespers. 

Great,  still,  and  white  the  vaulted  basilica  of  the 
Dove  looked  like  a  palace  of  peace.  There  were  a 
few  dim  lights  at  its  east  end.  Scattered  in  its 
solitude  half  a  dozen  women,  poor  and  old,  kneeled 
ill  prayer, — dark  bent  forms  against  the  marble 
pillars. 

I  lingered  a  moment  on  its  steps,  wishful  to 
enter  and  praj'^  likewise. 

But  shuddering,  I  looked  and  turned  away — how 
can  one  pray  when  all  one  cares  for  on  earth  and  in 
eternity  is  dead  and  gone  ? 

I  tm^ned  away  and  di-agged  my  weary  feet  across 
the  piazza  where  the  moonlight  was  softly  spread- 
ing, and  under  the  shadow  of  the  Guadagni  Palace, 
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where  in  the  first  night  that  I  had  hiughecl  in  the 
Wandering  Arte  the  alabaster  workers  of  Florence 
liad  borne  away  Pascar^l  upon  their  sturdy  shoul- 
ders to  the  sound  of  their  shouting  and  singing. 

When  I  had  groped  my  way  by  the  Mouth  of  the 
Lion  up  to  the  garret  of  Giiidetta,  her  lamp  was 
alight;  there  were  swift  eager  voices  in  the  chamber; 
the  little  old  woman  sitting  on  her  settle  gave  a 
little  thrilling  cry  of  joy  ;  a  shadowy  figure  sprang 
to  me  and  knelt  at  my  feet,  and  kissed  my  poor 
dust-covered  skii-ts. 

"  Ah,  dear  donzella  ! "  cried  the  voice  of  Florio, 
"is  that  you?  Is  it  indeed,  you?  How  I  sought 
you,  all  northward — all  on  a  false  trail,  and  you 
in  wretchedness  like  this  the  while  !  And  such 
news,  signorina  mia — such  news  !  The  lord,  your 
father,  is  a  great  noble,  and  a  rich  one  too — this 
very  Capo  d'Anno  only;  such  strange  accidents, 
so  many  deaths,  and  he,  Avhom  none  would  own  or 
look  at,  called  at  last  to  liis  fathers'  place.  Oh  you 
never,  never  heard — it  is  a  wonder-story  for  a  cliild 
at  Ceppo.  And  then  to  us — when  we  were  all  in 
the  black  north,  taldng  crown  and  kingdom  as  it 
were — for  it  is  all   so  great — then  to  us  all  of  a 
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sudden  when  I,  amidst  (nir  gnunU'iir,  was  still 
thinking  and  praying  for  you,  tliough  I  had  given  up 
all  hope — why,  all  of  a  sudden,  comes  to  us,  a  week 
ago,  a  light  w  itted,  reckless,  wandering  scamp  and 
l)layactor,  who  had  made  me  split  my  sides  many  a 
night  in  his  booth  in  years  gone  by  in  tt)wns  and 
villages.  And  he,  all  travtl-stained  and  tired,  witli 
that  wayward,  capricious  lordly  fashion  he  has  with 
him — for  Pascarel  was  always  as  proud  in  his 
ways  as  a  prmce,  hedge-stroller  though  he  has 
been  from  his  boyhood  up — he,  I  say,  my  darling 
signorma,  forced  his  way  to  audience  with  your 
father,  do  all  one  would,  and  then  and  there  tohl 
hmi  where  to  find  you  ;  and  what  more  passed 
between  them  the  saints  only  know,  but  certtiinh- 
high  words  of  some  soii; ;  for  tlie  fellow  when 
he  came  from  your  father  swung  throusih  us  all 
mute  and  fierce  and  with  such  a  scorn  on  his  face 
that  I  was  like  to  strike  him,  only  one  knows  he  is 
so  very  apt  to  strike  back.  And  a  very  little  later 
milordo  sent  for  me  and  bade  me  seek  you  out 
here,  and  I  am  come,  and  no  empress,  oh,  my 
blessed  little  lady,  shall  ever  have  been  greater 
than   you   shall  be— if    only    it    had   pleased   the 
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Dominiddio  to  let  deiir  dcjul  Maiiuccia  see  the 
day — and  have  you  never  a  word  to  east  to  your 
old  faithful  FK»rio  ;  but  can  you  only  stare  at  one 
with  those  sad  blind  strange  eyes  that  it  half  breaks 
the  very  heart  in  one's  breast  to  see  ?" 

I  stood  and  listened  :  the  lliekor  of  the  oil  lamp 
on  my  face,  and  on  my  ear  the  eager  headlong 
torrent  of  my  old  friend's  words. 

Little  by  little — very  slowly— the  truth  dawned 
on  me. 

My  bidding  had  been  done  ;  ;uid  fortune  came  to 
me. 

Then,  in  a  passion  of  weeping,  I  wrenched  myself 
from  Florio's  hands  and  cast  myself  face  dowTiwards 
on  the  bare  stones  of  the  floor. 

Great?  great? 

Oh,  God  !  what  use  was  that  ? 

Only  to  wander  once  agam  light  of  heart  and  of 
foot  in  the  sweet  Tuscan  summer  when  the  mag- 
nolias bloomed  on  the  wide  hillside  and  the  lilies 
were  blue  in  the  vine-shadowed  grasses — only  to 
wander  so  once  again  with  my  hand  held  in  his  and 
his  kiss  on  my  cheek  !  What  use  were  the  greatness 
of  kings  to  me  ? 
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I  was  left  that  night  and  (hiy  with  old  Giiidetta, 
and  Florio  went  and  came  a  liundrcd  times,  bring- 
ing me  silks  and  satins,  and  jewels,  and  sweet- 
meats, and  pretty  painted  toys,  and  all  manner  of 
rich  dainty  things,  to  be  a  surety  to  me  of  my  new- 
won  wealth  ;  and  he,  good  meiry  soul,  full  of  joy 
and  glorv  to  the  brim  at  the  wondrous  fortunes  of 
tlie  man  to  whom  he  had  clung  thnnigh  ever}'  evil 
chance  of  penmy  and  shame,  he  could  not  com- 
prehend, but  was  sorely  wounded  because  I  would 
not  look  on  an}-  of  the  treasui-es,  but  turned  my  face 
to  the  wall  and  kept  ciyiug:  "  Take  me  back  to  dear 
Mariuccia — take  me  back." 

For  it  seemed  to  me,  a  brave  glad  child  by  nature, 
and  therefore  the  more  utterly  unnened  and  passion - 
beaten  under  my  gi'eat  pain,  that  the  only  real  good 
that  life  could  do  me  would  be  to  take  me  back  again 
to  that  old  innocent  despised  home,  where  the  lizards 
had  sported  under  the  broken  Donatello,  and  the 
crack  of  the  bean  shells  had  struck  sharp  on  the 
silence. 

All  that  I  could  have  any  sense  to  hear  was  when 
he  spoke  of  Pascarel,  and  this  he  did  often  ;  be- 
cause the  story  seemed  strange  to  him. 
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"  It  is  odd,"  said  ho,  "thnt  yon  have  chanced  on 
tlmt  wild-living  fellow.  Ah,  dcur  donzella,  I  knew 
him  St)  long  long  ago — when  you  were  not  bom — u 
clever  rascal,  playing  witli  French  j)e()i)le  who 
strolled  through  Savoy.  1  hey  used  to  say,  even 
then,  that  he  might  be  a  famous  artist,  and  a  rich 
one,  if  he  chose. 

"But  he  never  chose.  lie  is  a  vagabond  at  heart. 
That  is  certain.  But  I  suppose  he  dealt  with  you 
as  well  as  he  could  ;  for  my  lord,  your  father,  let 
him  go  without  rebuke,  nay — seemed  to  be  rebuked 
by  him,  if  one  might  say  so  without  disrespect. 

■  "And  of  a  surety  he  showed  judgment  and  honour 
in  never  letting  you  be  seen  on  his  wandering  stage. 
I  8upi)ose  he  did  as  well  by  you  as  he  could,  since 
you  do  not  complain.  But  it  was  a  tenible  fate  for 
a  little  illustrissima  like  you.  And  your  father  says 
that  you  are  not  to  breathe  one  word  of  it. 

"  If  you  could  have  seen  that  fellow  Pascarello 
sweeping  through  us  all  as  light  and  as  swift  and 
as  fierce  as  a  panther,  all  dust}-  and  travel-stained, 
and  very  pale,  and  with  a  strange  light  in  his  eyes,  and 
calling  aloud  to  see  your  father,  with  all  haughtiness 
and  insistance  as  though  to  be  sure  he  were  a  prince 
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liimself,  ns  sonic  folks  say  liis  anceBtors  were  in  tliis 
Tuscany. 

"Yes,  to  be  sure  it  was  stranpe  :  to  see  that  clever 
rogue,  last  in  his  booth,  in  a  little  sea  town  on  the 
Corniche  niakinj:?  a  hundred  fisher  people  split  their 
sides  with  laujfhtcr  ;  ami  tlun  next  to  fin<!  Iiini 
a  dozen  years  later  callinjij  out  like  a  king  to  have 
speech  with  your  fatiier,  all  that  way  away  in  the 
northern  islands — it  is  strange  enough  surely. 

*'  And  the  people  were  so  teirified  at  him  because 
of  his  imperious  way  and  his  language,  that  was  all 
unknown  to  them.  l>ut  it  was  good  of  him,  that 
I  will  always  say,  and  I  think  only  an  Italian  would 
have  done  it  ;  to  take  all  that  pains  and  trouble  t<^ 
trace  your  father;  and  it  was  no  slight  work,  sut-h  a 
change  having  come  to  our  fortunes.  A  selfish 
man,  dear  donzella,  would  have  been  tempted  to 
keep  that  pretty  face  of  yours  to  deck  his  stage 
for  him ;  and  a  mean  one  would  have  looked  for 
some  vast  recompense.  But  Pascarel — your  father 
is  a  great  noble  now  and  has  been  a  verv  b«dd 
person  always,  but  I  think  he  would  no  more  liave 
dared  to  offer  a  reward  to  Pascarello  than  a  boy 
would  have  dared  to  face  the  Re  Satana. 
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"  Autl  It  is  very  piteous  to  see  you  witli  your  little 
white  handsome  fane  always  shivering  and  weeping, 
though  it  is  bright  sunshine  like  this. 

"  Pasoarel  said,  1  think,  that  he  lost  you  when  ho 
got  caged  in  Hargello  ;  an<l  I  suppose,  tliongh  tliis 
good  soul  has  done  her  best  by  you,  still  you  have 
been  half  stai-ved  and  very  wretched. 

"Never  mind,  carina;  you  will  be  so  gn  at  now — so 
very,  very  gi'eat,  and  when  we  have  got  the  roses  back 
into  your  cheeks  again  you  will  have  all  the  world 
at  your  feet.  For  even  miserable  as  you  look,  my 
<hirling,  you  are  very  handsome  still — beautiful,  if 
one  could  get  that  haunted  look  out  of  your 
«yes.'* 

So  he  would  speak,  and  I  would  listen,  my  heart 
breaking  as  I  heard.  And  I  could  see  it  all, — so 
well,  so  well, — in  that  dreaiy  misty  land  that  I  had 
never  trodden,  in  those  toweling  castles  of  my 
father's  race,  that  were  set  seawards  against  the 
■clouds  and  billows  of  the  vexed  Gaelic  water. 
I  could  see  it  all,  the  steel-hued  waves,  the  grey 
bare  country,  the  towering  skies,  the  heavy  pomp, 
the  sullen  northern  crowds,  and  amidst  it  all  the 
jH'Oud    and   Avaj-wai'd   grace,    the   rapid   voice,   the 
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lustrous  eyes,  the  fearless  eloquence  of  the  Itnlinn, 
dropped  amidst  them  in  utter  uidikeness  like  a 
pomegranate  flower  shaken  doun  on  wintfr-withcred 
bracken. 

I  coidd  see  it  all,  and  liroke  my  hiarl  \vith  vain- 
spent  weeping  at  the  thought  of  it. 

In  face  of  all  my  cnul  words  he  had  left  his 
coimtry  and  his  people,  and  his  free  and  simple 
life,  and  had  gone  northward  in  my  senice,  main- 
taining himself  doubtless  bv  liard  toil — for  he  was 
poor. 

And  I  liad  driven  him  away,  and  said  that  I 
would  never  see  his  face  again. — for  what  '?  For 
that  poor  little  fickle  traitorous  thing  who  had 
screamed  to  her  roosting  birds  there  at  sunset  on 
the  Signa  road. 

"SMien  Florio  had  left  me  that  niaht  in  Giudetta's 
gaiTct  to  sleep  my  last  hoiu's  under  its  kindly 
shelter,  for  which  I  had  been  so  thankless  always, 
I  sat  and  thought,  and  thought,  and  thought,  till 
I  was  mad  staring  at  the  blue  summer  sky  above 
the  piled  black  roof  of  dark  Oltrarno. 

Gi^detta  came  and  looked  at  me  and  put  her 
hands  gently  on  my  bowed  head. 
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**  You  are  going  to  great  people  and  great  things, 
tlear  little  lady,"  she  said  gently  ;  "  well,  no  doubt 
the  world  must  be  very  fine  for  those  who  are  rich 
and  full  of  might  in  it.  As  for  me  I  cannot  tell,  I 
have  darned  niaglie  here  by  the  Bocca  di  Lione  all 
my  days.  But  I  do  not  know  rightly  what  is  amiss 
with  \o\\.  Vnu  have  never  spoken.  But  if  you 
have  ever  loved  one  man  do  not  ever  tr}'  to  love 
another.  No.  Not  if  it  be  ever  so.  So  only  can 
you  ever  live  and  die  pure  of  heart  and  pure  of 
body.  That  1  know,  though  I  have  only  mended 
maglie  all  my  3'ears  in  Florence." 

Then  she  bade  the  ^lotlier  of  God  bless  me,  and 

left  me  in  the  twilight  and  went  to  her  vespers  in 

the  Chiuch  of  the  Dove  as  her  wont  had  ever  been 

•for  seventy  years  at  evening-tide,  when  there  was  no 

longer  any  light  to  draw  together  the  silken  threads. 

I  was  alone,  in  the  shadows  that  deepened  and 
deepened  till  the  brown  front  of  the  palace  grew 
black  and  the  streets  had  only  little  gleaming  stai'S 
of  flame  where  the  peojole's  oil  lamps  flickered. 

When  it  was  quite  night  there  came  a  little  knock 

at  tlie  door ;  a  pretty  barefooted  child  stood  there 

with  a  gi'eat  knot  of  roses. 

M  2 
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She  crossed  the  floor  aiicl  hrought  them  to  me. 

They  were  the  same  sweet  snowy  beautiful  things 
that  had  come  to  me  at  day-dawn  after  the  Yeglionc. 
Bound  them  was  a  roll  of  paper,  and  on  it  was 
written  only:  "  Be  happ}'.     Farewell." 

I  crushed  them  to  me  as  mothers  crush  their 
dying  children  in  tlieir  arms,  and  my  hot  teai*s 
burned  them  like  droppmg  fire. 

This  was  the  end  ?  the  end  of  all  ?  Was  the  old 
sweet  life  of  that  Tuscan  summer  dead  and  gone 
then  for  evermore  ?  Should  never  I  see  a  blue  lily 
bloom  in  its  lowly  grass  nest  without  this  sickness 
of  soul  upon  me  ?  Should  never  I  smell  the  fresh 
scent  of  the  vines  and  drink  the  magnolia  breaths 
on  a  moonhght  night,  without  this  madness  of 
memory  that  is  worse  than  all  death.  "Was  this 
the  end  ?  the  end  of  all  ? 


BOOK  VII. 


THE    FIELD    OF    FLOWERS. 


CHAPTER   I. 

HIS    STORY. 

^HE  villa  stands  amongst  the  hills. 

"  It  is  four  hundred  years  old.  The 
broken  sculptures  on  the  terrace  walls 
iire  all  the  shields  of  the  great  race  that  once 
reigned  here.  The  chapel  is  changed  into  the 
■chief  reception  room  ;  it  is  long  and  lofty,  and 
has  a  high  vaulted  ceiling,  painted  with  frescoes 
of  the  Paradise ;  through  its  one  vast  window  at 
the  end  there  is  a  mass  of  silver  shining ;  it  is  so 
beautiful  and  luminous  and  strangely  white  that 
nothing  could  compare  with  it  except  newly-fallen 
snow  upon  the  Alps, — yet,  go  closer  and  look,  it  is 
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only  the  plum  trees  in  blossom  there,  beyond  the 
wall,  above  the  lily-filled  gi'asses. 

Out  yonder  in  the  rough  simj^le  gardens,  where 
all  that  M'hiteness  shines,  you  can  see  the  towers  of 
41ie  city  rismg  amongst  the  olives  far  below  ;  nearer 
ghsten  the  marbles  of  the  old  Monte  Croce  Chm'ch 
amongst  the  cypresses  ;  farther  than  all,  away  there 
in  the  north  there  is  Vallombrosa  ;  the  pinewoods 
at  that  distance  are  like  cool  blue  shadows,  and 
above  them  there  is  still  snow,  white  as  these  fruit 
blossoms  that  the  wind  shakes  against  yom-  hair. 

A  great  artist  has  made  his  dwelling  here ;  there 
under  those  roof  arches  of  green  leaf  is  his  open 
air  studio.  On  the  old  stone  terrace  there  is  a  litter 
of  brushes  and  sketches,  and  books  open  at  a  verse 
of  Dante  or  a  page  of  Boccaccio.  Beneath,  in  violet 
clusters,  hes  a  mandohne.  Under  the  ilex  darkness 
stands  a  contadino ;  he  has  a  wreath  of  golden 
tinted  laurel  in  his  hand  ;  he  has  been  a  model  for  a 
study  from  the  Decamerone.  A  window  is  half  open 
into  a  chamber  within  ;  through  the  space  there 
gleams  the  deep  rose  of  a  velvet  cm-tain,  and  the 
ebony  of  an  old  cinquecento  portrait  frame.  Within 
doors  a  sweet  strong  voice  is  singing  half  aloud 
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a  fishing  song  of  Naples.  Who  sings  like  that  ? 
oh,  only  little  Gillino,  the  gardener's  lad,  who  is 
plucking  the  dead  leaves  off  the  trellis  work  in  the 
ojien  court  there,  beyond  the  doors. 

Save  for  Gillino' s  singing  and  a  little  tremulous 
note  from  the  mandohue,  as  a  lizard  runs  across  its 
strings  there  is  not  a  sound  on  the  sunny  stillness 
of  the  day. 

The  artist  paints  on  in  silence  under  the  ilex 
shade  ;  the  contadino  erect  before  him  with  the  sun 
full  on  his  yellow  jerkin  and  his  black  straight  brows, 
and  the  tawny  leaves  of  the  wdnter-gilded  laurel. 

I,  Pascarel,  come  up  through  the  fields  where 
thousands  of  yellow  daffodils  are  blowing  and  the 
peach  blossoms  are  scattered  b}'  millions  on  the 
grass ;  come  through  the  fields  and  vault  the  low 
walls  and  stand  by  the  painter's  side. 

"  You  would  make  a  much  better  Panfilo," 
said  the  artist,  looking  up  with  a  smile  of  Avelcome. 
"  Take  Giacone's  place  and  let  him  go  to  his 
vines." 

The  peasant  goes,  nothing  loth  to  be  liberated, 
and  I  take  up  the  laurel  bough  and  stand  with  the 
sun  in  my  eyes. 
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"  I  am  not  3'oiiiig  enough  for  Panfilo." 

"  You  are  young  enough  for  anything,"  says  the 
artist.     "  You  will  never  be  old." 

So  the  pamter  paints  on,  and  his  Pamffilio 
stands  there  while  the  golden. daffodils  blow  in  the 
fields,  and  the  city  shines  far  down  below,  beyond 
the  light  clouds  of  the  olive  foliage. 

ShaU  I  never  be  old  ?  —  I,  Pascarel  ?  I  felt 
veiy  old  to-day  before  I  came  up  here  amongst  the 
white  plum  trees.  I  felt  very  old  as  I  walked 
through  the  Frediano  Gate  this  morning,  across  the 
Greve  river,  towards  Signa,  for  where  the  red  roses 
were  nodding  over  the  field  walls,  I  met  a  little 
woman  on  a  black  mule  with  a  gi-eat  crate  full  of 
cackling  poultry,  and  she  was  as  plump  as  a  guinea- 
pig,  and  Avas  hung  about  with  big  cabbages  in  nets, 
and  she  screamed  shrilly  to  her  mule  as  she  beat 
him.  And  she  looked  at  me  and  started  a  little 
and  crossed  herself,  and  beat  her  mule  afresh  to 
hurry  onward.     Then  I  felt  old. 

Only  the  other  day  it  seems  she  was  a  little 
round  rosy  laughing  thing  in  the  boat  on  the  river, 
when  the  fireworks  flashed  red  agamst  the  blue 
night  sky  ;  then  she  learned  to  dance  the  saltarello 
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with  the  frolic   of  a  kid,  and  her  lips  were  like  two 
cherries — only  the  other  day  ! 

Now, — on  the  Feast  of  the  Dead  that  Novemher 
morning,  I  was  heavy  of  heart  as  I  went  along 
dowTi  into  Florence.  For  what  could  I  say,  I 
thought,  to  my  darling  whom  I  had  wooed  and 
won  ?  It  seemed  to  me  that  for  an  honest  man  who 
had  tried  his  hest  to  do  right  I  had  come  as  near  to 
looking  lilie  a  scoundrel  as  might  be.  I  would 
never  judge  men  again,  that  I  swore  to  myself  ;  for 
there  was  I  who  had  suffered  more  than  I  cared  to 
confess  to  myself  for  the  fair  face  of  that  child,  and 
had  curbed  and  controlled  myself  in  a  way  altogether 
novel  to  me,  here  was  I  who  had  endeavoured  with 
all  my  might  to  do  well  by  her,  here  was  I,  I  say, 
become  as  nearly  like  a  rogue,  turn  it  which  way 
I  would,  as  a  man  can  well  become  through  the  love 
of  woman.  And  what  a  large  latitude  that  is,  all 
men  know  without  my  telling  them. 

And  how  I  loved  her  !  dear  God  !  Well,  what 
use  was  that  ? 

I  saw  my  way  none  the  clearer  for  it  as  I  stumbled 
down  the  stony  road  from  Marco  Yecchio,  not 
being  willing  to  see  the  donzella's  two  soft  radiant 
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eyea  until  I  liad  faced  the  perplexities  before  m^ 
and  solved  them. 

For  how  could  I  tell  her  the  truth  ?  And  how 
could  I  tell  her  what  was  not  the  truth  ?  One  was 
as  hard  as  the  other. 

Chance  solved  the  question  for  me  as  it  does 
often  for  most  of  us. 

For  Avlien  I  got  down  into  Florence  that  day  there 
was  a  storm  in  the  air.  All  about  old  bronze  Por- 
cellino,  and  in  the  square  of  the  Signoria  the  people 
were  clustering  with  dark  words  and  darker  brows, 
and  it  wanted  but  a  touch  of  the  match  to  the 
tinder  to  have  had  a  day  of  darkness  and  bloodshed. 
There  had  been  aggression  and  iriitation,  and  they 
were  sharp  on  the  edge  of  revolt  ;  and  I  knew 
the  time  was  not  ripe,  and  that  they  would  only  fill 
the  graveyard  and  prison,  and  I  took  their  leader- 
ship, for  thej^  always  loved  me,  and  one  must  do  one's 
best  for  Florence,  and  I  spoke  to  them  from  the  old 
Loggia  as  worthier  men  than  I  had  done  in  older 
times  ;  and  so  held  them  in  hand  all  that  day,  and 
saved,  as  I  may  say  without  boasting,  their  bodies 
from  shot  and  steel,  and  the  city  herself  from  feud 
and  from  flame.     And  at  sunset  for  my  pains  I  was 
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J^rrested  and  borne  away  to  the  Bargello  Tower, 
and  wlien  I  asked  my  crime  was  told  that  I  had 
harangued  the  people  and  incited  them  to  tumult. 

Old  Porcellino  knew  better,  but  being  of  bronze 
lie  could  not  bear  witness,  and  the  people  who  could 
were  not  listened  to ;  so  in  tlie  Bargello  1  lodged 
that  night  amongst  thieves  and  murderers,  not  able 
even  to  send  so  much  as  a  word  to  the  Capanna 
above  Marco  Yecchio,  and  fretting  my  soul  bitterly 
because  of  the  trouble  I  knew  must  be  there  on 
accomit  of  my  miexplained  absence. 

The  onl}'  thing  I  could  hope  was  that  some  noise 
of  the  tumult  and  of  my  own  arrest  would  be  taken 
up  the  hills  by  some  villager  or  another  going  home 
from  the  market  in  Florence. 

On  the  morrow,  quite  earh',  they  moved  me  from 
the  Bargello  for  judgment  ;  and  the  people  wanted 
to  rescue  me,  and  were  wild  for  a  little  space  ;  but  I 
begged  of  them  to  keej)  quiet,  for  the  soldiery  were 
strong,  and  I  wished  no  Tuscan  blood  shed  about 
me — a  straw,  a  bubble,  a  player.  The  tribmial 
condemned  me  to  three  months  of  prison. 

It  was  not  the  first  time  b}-  lialf-a-dozen.  I  had 
seen  the  solitudes  of  Spielberg,  and  I  had  heard  the 
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water  wash  the  dungeons  of  Venice,  and  I  had 
been  quartered  with  the  rats  in  ohl  Yicenza,  and 
had  spent  a  few  drear}^  weeks  behind  the  fortress 
of  San  Leo,  high  above  the  rent  and  rocky  Land,  on 
the  bare  peak  against  the  blaze  of  the  skies.  For  I 
had  never  been  behindhand  wherever  the  people 
had  been  moved  against  the  Princes,  and  for  many  a 
rash  word  spoken  in  my  Arte  the  feeble  Dukes  and 
the  powerful  Tedeschi  had  alike  been  adverse  to  me. 

But  that  day  the  sentence  fell  on  me  like  a 
thunderbolt.  Before,  it  had  been  only  myself  that 
had  suffered  when  the  prison  gates  had  closed  on 
me  ;  I  was  without  a  tear,  without  a  pang  ;  I  laughed 
when  I  went  in,  I  laughed  when  I  came  out.  What 
was  I  that  I  should  complain  of  what  Boethius  and 
Tasso  had  endured?  But  now — now  I  fear  they 
saw  that  they  hurt  me,  for  what  could  my  song-bii"d 
do,  homeless  and  friendless  in  the  snows  of  the 
winter,  that  were  so  soon  to  drive  down  through  the 
open  gates  of  the  Apennine  gorges  ? 

I  was  heartsick  that  day  as  they  took  me  tlu'ough 
the  old  familiar  streets  in  the  noon-daj-  sun  back  to 
the  Bargello  Tourer,  and  for  the  moment  I  was 
remorseful  that  I  had  not  allowed  those  streets  to 
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run  with  blood  at  daybreak  when  the  people  had 
clamoured  for  me. 

For  it  is  a  bitter  thing — perhaps  as  bitter  as 
life  holds — when  3'ou  hear  the  bolts  grate  in  their 
sockets,  sliutting  you  out  from  the  living  world, 
and  know  that  for  want  of  you  that  world  ma}-  be 
worse  than  hell  itself  to  some  helpless  female  thing 
that  is  all  adrift  in  it  like  a  voung  bird  in  a  storm. 
For  there  you  are  in  j-our  iron  cage,  and  your  bird 
may  beat  her  breast  till  death  release  her,  and  3-ou 
cannot  touch  her  through  the  bars. 

For  many  days  I  heard  nothing  and  could 
send  no  word,  and  so  fretted  my  soul  in  sickly 
desperation,  as  many  wortliier  men  had  done  before 
me. 

Somewhere  about  the  tweKth  day  little  Tocco 
came,  having  wrenched  down  a  lamp-iron  and  done 
some  other  naughtiness  to  get  taken  to  prison  and 
have  a  chance  to  be  near  me — poor  dear  little  lad 
— for  this  was  his  notion  of  loving  one,  and  a 
notion  so  loyal  that  one  could  hardly  believe  that 
he  had  ever  been  born  of  a  woman. 

Tocco  delivered  me  many  messages  from  Bru- 
notta,  and  weeping  and  frightened  brought  out  from 
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round  his  little  brown  throat  my  old  onyx  ring  with 
the  Fates. 

Then  I  knew  what  I  liad  lost ;  I  knew  before  he 
had  told  nie  tliat  tlie  cliild  had  fled  away,  none 
knowing  why  nor  whither,  in  tlie  dusk  of  that  verj' 
<lay  when  tliey  had  arrested  nie  in  tlie  Loggia  of 
the  Free  Lances. 

What  liad  driven  her  away  ?  I  could  not  tell. 
Nor  for  one  moment  did  I  dream  that  the  sin  was 
Brunotta's — men  are  such  fools.  I  thought  that  in 
some  manner  she  must  have  heard  of  my  peril  and 
have  flown  down  the  liillside  in  her  wild  innocent 
cliildish  impulse  to  aid  me,  and  so  had  come  to 
some  terrible  woe  in  the  city  ;  and  been  killed  per- 
haps— or Avorse.     AVho  could  say? 

A  child  like  that — sixteen  years  old — and  fear- 
less because  knowing  no  evil,  and  beautiful  in  her 
Avay  as  the  flushed  flowers  of  the  rose-laurel. 

I  dropped  like  a  dead  man,  they  tell  me,  and 
w'hen  thev  brought  life  back  to  me  it  came  in  tlie 
form  of  a  raging  fever — tlie  only  sickness  that  I  ever 
remember  in  the  Avhole  com-se  of  my  life. 

Little  Tocco  got  leave  to  tend  me,  and  did  it  so 
well  that  I  got  over  it  when  the  prison  leeches  had 
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abandoned  me  as  only  good  for  the  graveyard.  He 
said  tliat  I  kcj)!  hold  of  the  Fates  in  my  hand  all  the 
weeks  through  ;  but  raved  of  such  a  medle}'  of  cities 
and  seasons  and  women's  faces  and  poets'  fancies, 
that  none  were  a  whit  the  wiser  for  what  I  said. 

13y  the  time  I  was  strong  again  it  was  the  end  of 
my  temi  of  captivity.  The  lad  capered  and  flung 
his  cap  for  glee  when  the  gates  nnclosed  for  us. 
But  as  for  me,  when  that  flood  of  dancing  sunshine 
flashed  upon  my  eyes  I  reeled  like  a  drunken  man. 
For  the  first  time  since  I  had  run  barefoot  after  my 
father's  barrow  the  translucent  living  light  of  my 
Italy  was  hateful  to  me.  For  how  could  I  tell  if  the 
child  Avere  living  or  were  dead  ? 

A  good  and  loyal  friend  of  mine  was  waiting  for 
me,  a  worker  in  gold  and  silver,  who  dwelt  hard  by 
in  the  old  street  of  the  Ghibellines ;  he  lies  now  in 
the  fields  by  the  village  of  ]\Iagenta. 

I  staggered  into  his  Avorkshop  that  day  and  sat 
down  and  felt  like  a  man  from  beneath  whose  feet 
the  solid  earth  splits  and  opens.  I  had  never  suf- 
fered gTeatly  in  my  life  before  ; — except  in  S3'mpathy 
for  gi'ief  outside  myself — and  be  one  as  philanthropic 
as   one  may,  one  bears  the  woes  of  others  more 
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lightly  than  one's  own, — but  now  I  was  dulled  and 
dazed  with  the  miseiy  I  felt.  And  misery  to  ine 
meant  utter  bereavement  in  a  wider  sense  of  desola- 
tion than  rich  men  can  know.  ]Misery  to  me  meant 
famine  of  the  body  and  the  soul  and  the  senses. 
For  if  I  could  no  longer  laugh  at  Fortune,  I  must 
feel  her  buffets  as  the  galled  jade  the  lash.  And  if 
I  had  not  my  light  heart  to  wander  with,  what  wealth 
had  I  on  the  face  of  the  earth  ? — for  it  is  only  by 
gaiety  of  heart  that  one  can  escape  the  thorns  of 
the  rough  hedge-school  which  is  only  mu'thful  in 
one's  Ma}i;ime  when  the  haArtliorn  buds  are  fresh  in 
blossom. 

Well,  they  sent  me  out  of  Florence  that  night  and 
forbade  me  the  city.  My  friends  tried  to  find  trace 
of  the  child  for  me  in  Florence,  and  I  tried  hard  in 
the  country.  But  it  was  all  of  no  use — no  use. 
Some  straw-plaiters  in  Settignano  thought  that  they 
had  seen  a  young  gh-1  in  an  amber  skii"t  go  down  the 
oakwood-path  towards  the  town  one  feast-daj'  at 
early  dawn.  But  that  was  all  ;  and  this  slender 
clue  broke  in  our  hands  and  led  us  no  further  than 
those  old  oaks  under  the  war-seared  Vincigliata. 

And  the  truth  of  the  matter  never  da's\-ned  upon 
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me — never  once.  All  I  could  tliink  of  was  that  she 
had  heard  of  my  seizm'e  in  the  Loggia  and  had  tried 
in  her  rash  innocent  fashion  to  help  me,  and  had  so 
come  to  some  horrible  ending  by  some  crime  done 
to  her  that  the  guilty  doers  smothered. 

I  believe  I  was  quite  mad  for  the  time,  ranging 
north  and  south  to  find  her.  But  that  Brunotta 
had  aught  to  do  Avith  her  flight  I  never  thought. 
Men  are  such  fools. 

One  day  in  the  spring-time  I  rested  a  little  in 
a  village  in  Friuli,  whilst  I  was  ranging  Lombardy 
and  Venetia  in  the  vague  hope  to  hear  or  find 
something  of  my  darling. 

Brmiotta  was  nothing  to  me,  but  how  could 
I  send  her  adrift — a  little  helpless,  ignorant 
creatiu-e  like  that  ?  She  had  loved  me  very  much 
that  San  Giovamii's  day  and  every  other  day  after- 
wards, or  at  least  so  she  swore  twenty  times  in  as 
Tusaiy  hom-s.  I  did  not  doubt  the  truth  of  it ;  per- 
haps I  was  too  vain  and  thought  too  w^ell  of  myself 
to  imagine  that  a  little  empty-headed  rogue  out  of 
the  Casentino,  who  could  not  for  her  life  have  read 
or  written  lier  name,  w^ould  ever  be  tired  of  me  ; 
of  Pascarel.     Anyhow,   could  I  send  her  adrift  ? 


180  PASCAIikL. 


A  poor  little  simpleton  whom  1  liud  taken  for  my 
whim  and  fancy  away  from  her  straw-plaiting  and 
her  goat  tending,  and  could  dn  nothing  in  the  world 
except  hop  about  on  her  little  plump  feet,  and  that 
too  clumsily  for  any  greater  theatre  than  mine '? 

I  had  alwa^'s  winced  at  the  sight  or  the  touch  of 
her  since  I  had  seen  that  child's  eyes  in  the  Cathe- 
dral square  in  Verona  ;  but  I  would  not  be  cruel  to 
her.  I  had  had  so  many  pleasant  sunn}-  heedless 
foolish  days  Avith  her,  going  over  the  length  and 
breadth  of  the  land  in  i>ur  idle  gladsome  fashion. 
Men  are  tender  to  women  for  remembrance's  sake 
long  after  all  love  has  died  out  of  them.  Brunotta 
to  me  was  like  a  little  round  brown  bird  out  of  the 
woods ;  I  could  not  wring  the  bird's  neck  just  be- 
cause its  homely  little  song  had  lost  all  music  to 
me  ;  I  could  hardly  even  fling  it  down  the  wind  to 
go  its  own  gait  away  from  me.  It  was  such  an 
innocent  little  thing,  I  thought ;  and  if  it  fell  into 
the  fowler's  snare  through  my  abandonment,  things 
would  go  ill  with  me. 

I  joined  her  and  the  boys  where  of  their  own 
whim  they  had  set  up  the  Ai-te  in  a  Friulian  village, 
I  wandered  carelessly,  stupidly,  wretchedly,  seek- 
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ing  only  one  tiling,  und  that  iilways  vainly.  I  had 
ceased  to  play  ;  tlu'  laughter  choked  nie  ;  I  did 
field  work  when  I  worked  at  all,  and  for  the  rest  I 
had  some  few  hundred  pieces  laid  hy  with  an 
old  goldsmith  in  h'lorence,  so  that  1  could  keep  to- 
gether the  poor  little  troop,  of  which  the  lads  and 
<logs — and  the  brown-eyed  dancing  giid  too,  as  I 
thought — were  all  dependent  on  me  for  every 
mouthful  of  bread. 

Pepito  and  Pepita  had  been  poor  stray  brutes 
•that  I  had  saved  from  drowning;  Toto  had  been 
^sentenced  to  death  as  dangerous  when  I  had  cut  his 
halter  one  day  in  Pisa,  and  showed  the  Guardia 
that  his  madness  was  nothing  more  than  thirst ; 
Toccd  I  had  taken  out  of  the  hell  of  the  galleys  ; 
Cocomero  had  been  perhaps  the  most  utterly  deso- 
late of  all  when  I  had  fomid  liim  in  the  streets ;  his 
father  had  been  a  clown,  called  Flageolet,  who 
travelled  with  a  French  cii'cus,  and  had  been  Idlled 
by  a  horse's  kick  in  the  ring  that  very  noonda}^, 
leaving  his  son — without  a  coin  in  the  world  and 
leagues  away  from  his  bii'th-country — to  weep 
his  poor  cowai'dly  heart  out  in  the  burning  sun  of 
glim  old  Rimmi. 
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We  waited  the  night  in  a  little  place  wliere  n 
gi'een  bough  above  the  door  told  us  we  could  get 
wine  and  bread.  It  was  only  a  little  mountain 
village,  tooj^oor  and  small  to  have  any  regular  place 
of  resting.  All  Friuli  is  sad  and  mdovely  ;  if  it 
were  not  for  the  glimpses  of  the  Alps  away  tliere 
towards  Venice  it  would  be  hateful,  that  desolate 
historic  land  that  had  every  rood  of  it  stam^jed  bare 
by  the  iron  heel  of  Barbarossa. 

This  little  village  lies  flat  on  the  grey  slope 
M-ith  nothing  to  break  its  melancholy  and  its  bar- 
renness where  it  is  swept  by  the  shaiii  sea  winds. 
The  people  were  poverty-stricken  and  scraped  the 
aiid  soil  assiduously  to  get  a  bare  subsistence  from 
theii'  wines  and  millet.  It  has  been  incessantly 
a  battlefield  in  the  times  of  the  episcopal  wars 
and  of  the  aggrandizement  of  INIilau,  and  it  seems 
still  as  if  the  torch  of  war  had  scorched  it  sear 
forever. 

Still  even  here  the  vine  leaves  were  thick  and 
green,  and  the  gi-apes  were  budding  in  the  little 
pergola,  which  the  poor  house  that  entertained  us 
had  managed  to  stretch  out  between  doonvay  and 
garden  wall  in  the  teeth  of  the  keen  breezes  that 
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blow  from  the  lajnmes  and  the  cliain  of  tlie  Tirol. 
Ill  tlio  lieat  of  tlie  noon  I  sat  there,  glad  of  the 
shelter  of  the  leaves ;  bitterly  sad  at  heart  and  tor- 
tiu'ed  witli  a  thousand  imaginings  of  all  that  might 
have  chanced  to  that  young  and  pretty  tiling  adrift 
by  herself  in  the  width  of  the  world.  I  had  tried 
all  I  knew  to  trace  her  and  had  failed  ;  the  madness 
and  the  suspense  of  it  were  eating  away  all  the  lift- 
of  me.  I  reproached  myself  for  a  million  things 
that  T  had  done  and  had  said  and  for  a  million 
things  that  I  liad  not  done  and  had  not  said.  I 
seemed  to  myself  such  an  utter  fool  ;  no  better 
than  a  man  who  holds  a  diamond  fit  for  kings  in  his 
hands  and  lets  it  slij^  through  his  fingers  into  a  foul 
ditch  where  the  toads  can  swallow  it. 

I  sat  there  in  the  scii'occo  that  blew  like  a  furnace 
blast  over  the  nakedness  of  the  land  ;  the  insects 
were  buzzing  and  booming  in  the  thickness  of  the 
vine  leaves  ;  it  was  two  o'clock  in  the  da}'  and  quite 
quiet. 

Presently  in  the  di'owsy  stillness  there  came  a 
murmur  of  voices  ;  one  was  Bruncjtta's.  I  was  so 
used  to  hear  it  humming  all  the  hours  through  with- 
out cessation  about  millions  of  little  odds  and  ends 
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that  served  her  for  endless  discourse,  that  I  heeded 
it  no  more  than  a  man  who  hves  on  a  millstream 
heeds  the  noise  of  the  churning  water. 

The  sense  of  what  she  was  saying  drifted  to  me 
without  my  being  aware  ;  I  heard  as  it  were  without 
hearing ;  I  was  so  used  to  the  somid  of  all  her  little 
shrill  notes  piping  on  by  the  hour  over  a  mislaid 
ribbon  or  a  smoked  dish  of  macaroni. 

"  Pray  take  more  care,"  it  was  saying  now  with  a 
little  stifled  terror  in  it  like  a  scolded  child's.  "  He 
would  beat  me,  perhaps,  or  you,  if  he  got  to  know. 
He  can  be  so  violent  when  he  is  cheated." 

"  AVhy  not  let  us  run  away  ?  "  whispered  another 
voice,  and  this  time  it  was  the  voice  of  my  eighteen- 
year-old  Coco.  "  You  are  afraid  of  him— afraid  of 
your  ears  of  him  since  that  dreadful  night  the 
donzella  went,  and  we  do  cheat  him,  as  you  s^y, 
and,  when  one  thinks,  it  is  not  well — why  not  let  us 
run  away,  right  away  ?  " 

"  How  could  we  live  ?  We  have  not  a  bit  of 
talent  hardly,  you  and  I,  and  it  would  be  very  bad 
to  starve,"  said  Brunotta.  The  practical  objection 
always  comes  from  the  woman. 

"  But  then  if  you  love  me  ?  "  murmured  Coco  ; 
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the  niiiii,  you  see,  is  always  such  an  enthusiast,  and 
always  thinks  that  love  is  meat  and  drink. 

*'  Oh,  1  love  you  best  a  thousand  times,"  cried 
Brunotta.  "  I  used  to  think  I  loved  liim,  and  so 
I  did,  and  sjiecially  whilst  I  was  jealous  of  the 
donzella.  But  you  see  Pascarel  is  too  great  for 
me.  He  is  always  doing  and  saying  some  wonder- 
ful thing,  and  all  that  cleverness  tires  one  ;  it  is  like 
wallving  on  the  tight  rope — don't  you  know  ?  I  can 
do  that  ;  but  I  am  always  so  glad  to  jump  down,  so 
sick  of  being  up  so  high.  Pascarel  is  just  like  the 
tight  rope  to  me.  But  you  are  such  another  sim- 
pleton as  mj'self,  as  one  ma}'  say  ;  and  you  are  just 
my  age,  and  you  like  to  romp  about  and  stuff  your 
mouth  with  fruit  and  make  an  ass  of  youi'self  just  as 
I  do,  and  besides  you  have  sworn  you  would  go 
before  the  priest  ^vith  me,  and  I  should  like  to  show 
my  old  foster-mother  the  ring  on  my  finger — just  to 
spite  her — and  besides  I  do  love  you,  Coco  mio  !  " 

And  with  that  she  kissed  him  where  these 
lovers  stood  together  upon  the  other  side  of  the 
vine  leaves. 

I  thought  it  time  to  rise  and  walk  out  of  the 
pergola.     Brunotta  screamed  and  dropped  upon  her 
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knees.  Coco  was  as  white  as  his  ghost,  and  his 
limbs  trembled  nnder  him. 

I  soon  j)ut  them  out  of  their  misery. 

"My  dear  children,"  I  said  to  them  quieth*,  "  in- 
stead of  cheating  me,  why  not  have  trusted  me  ? 
Instead  of  deceivmg  me  behind  ni}-  back,  why  not 
have  said  all  this  to  my  face?  You  are  two  little 
fools,  as  Brunutta  lias  sensibly  said,  and  you  have 
succeeded  in  tricking  a  man  who  thinks  himself  no 
fool.  The  wiseacre  is  alwaj^s  served  quite  rightly 
in  such  cases.  How  long  has  this  been  going  on — 
some  months  ?  Oh,  I  might  have  guessed  that  yon 
had  learned  too  man}'  comedies  b}''  heart  not  to  act 
them  to  your  own  profit  some  day.  I  might  have 
wished  indeed  that  it  had  been  anybody  but  Coco 
— but  after  all,  that  is  the  merest  sentimentality. 
You  owe  me  so  much  ?  Altro !  what  of  that  ? 
Ever  since  the  world  began,  that  has  been  only 
a  reason  for  the  debtor  to  pay  his  debts  hj 
making  a  dupe  if  he  can.  If  you  wish  to  maiT}'  this 
poor  lad,  Brunotta,  pray  do,  I  will  not  stop  you. 
It  will  be  very  bad  for  him,  but  that  is  liis  affair — not 
mine.  I  have  a  thousand  lire  in  Florence  put  by, 
that  I  always  intended  for  you  whenever  we  should 
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wish  to  part  compam-.  Set  up  in  life  with  it  as 
best  pleases  you  both,  and  only  take  my  advice  in 
one  thing — never  talk  secrets  close  to  a  pergola  in 
fuU  leaf." 

And  they  did  as  I  told  them,  and  went  before  the 
priest,  and  bought  a  little  piece  of  land  with  my 
money,  two  leagues  beyond  the  Frediano  Gate  by 
Florence. 

Coco  indeed  crawled  at  my  feet  and  wept  and 
cursed  himself,  and  was  all  for  not  touching  one 
of  the  thousand  pieces.  Men  have  so  much  more 
conscience  and  so  much  less  common  sense  than 
women.  But  Brunotta  persuaded  him  out  of  those 
scruples,  and  chose  the  httle  bit  of  ground  herself, 
and  selected  as  the  mission  and  fulfilment  of  her 
life  the  fatting  of  the  finest  turkeys  in  all  Yaldarno, 
which  had  mdeed,  she  confessed,  been  all  her  life- 
long the  secret  and  chief  ambition  of  her  dreams. 

No  doubt  it  is  a  thing  to  be  duly  thankful  for 
when  a  little  girl  who  has  helped  one  to  filer  leparfait 
amour  for  a  few  foolish  seasons  takes  to  so  decorous 
an  end  for  herself  as  marriage  and  fat  turkeys.  It 
is  a  much  more  agreeable  reflection  than  the  water- 
lilies  of  Ophelia  or  the  prison  bed  of  INIarguerita  are 
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to  their  lovers ;  and  rids  one  of  all  responsibilities 
clearly.  It  would  be  manifestly  absurd  to  re- 
proach a  man  with  having  broken  his  mistress's  heart 
or  blasted  her  youth  and  her  peace,  when  who  wiM 
may  see  her  plump  and  busy  joggmg  on  the  Pisan 
road  upon  her  mule  and  selliag  poultry  under 
a  green  umbrella  hard  against  the  Strozzi  pile  any 
market  day  at  noontide.  Still — such  is  the  vanity  of 
man,  I  suppose — one  scarcely  likes  a  little  brown 
egg-wife  to  j^lay  the  traitress  to  one  with  a  poor 
scamp  like  Cocomero.  And  to  have  lost  all  that  I 
lost  through  that  little  silly  false-tougued  thing  is 
bitter — ver}-^  bitter — sometimes. 

For,  when  they  were  fairly  married  out  of  any- 
body's power  to  part  them,  and  when  the  little  bit 
of  land  had  been  made  tlieii-  own  where  the  roses 
nod  over  the  high  dusty  walls  as  you  go  up  to  the 
place  where  Amo's  fm-y  overthrew  Castruccio's  plans 
in  the  old  times  whilst  all  the  glad  Yaldai-no  was  a 
smoking  ruin,  when  all,  I  sa}',  was  quite  safe  and 
sure  with  them.  Coco,  who  Avas  not  a  bad  lad  at 
heart,  though  timorous  and  deceitful,  as  it  proved, 
came  and  threw  himself  at  my  feet  and  lay  there  on 
the  ground  as  a  beaten  spaniel  might,  and  bemoaned 
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himself  that   he   had   got   a    thing   to    confess   to 
me. 

"  Say  on,"  I  said  to  him.  "  If  it  he  a  new  viUany, 
make  a  clean  hreast  of  it.  ]\Iv  dogs  will  not  hitc 
me,  but  they  are  the  only  things  whose  hfe  one  can 
save  without  being  made  to  rue  for  it." 

That  was  a  harsh  saying  of  mine,  no  doubt,  but  I 
was  mad  Avith  jjain  of  which  I  could  say  nothing  to 
any  creature,  at  not  finding  any  trace  of  the  don- 
zella,  and  even  this  little  miserable  treachery  of 
the  lad  Coco,  whom  I  had  befriended  as  far  as 
I  had  been  able  ever  since  I  had  found  him  sobbing 
in  the  sun  in  Rimmi,  had  cut  me  a  little ;  one  is 
always  so  weak  in  those  things. 

And  then  Coco,  weeping  lilve  a  child,  confessed 
to  me  with  sore  terror  that  it  was  no  fault  of  his 
own  that  he  had  now  to  tell,  but  one  of  Brunotta's 
which  he  had  known  long  before,  but  had  never  dared 
to  relate  until  she  was  sm'el}"  bound  to  him,  being 
foolishly  fond  of  her,  poor  lad,  and  having  set  his 
silly  heart  on  having  her  for  his  wife  and  dwelling 
with  her  on  that  dust}^  rood  of  land  towards  Signa. 
But  now  that  she  was  fairly  his  own,  and  could  no 
more  fly  away  from  him  than  his  land  could,  and  he 
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was  sensible  that  he  was  seeing  the  last  of  nie, 
and  had  broken  our  fellowship  b}'  a  piece  of  ingi-ati- 
tude  for  which  he  was  sorely  repentant,  plucked  up 
his  heai't  and  told  nie  what  he  knew,  and  of  how  she 
had  betrayed  me  that  autumn  evening  under  tlie 
vines  below  P'iesole.  And  so  I  learned  at  the  last 
why  it  was  that  I  had  received  back  my  onyx. 
Coco,  I  think,  was  terrified  at  the  etfect  on  me  of 
his  revelation ;  for  when  I  came  to  myself  he  was 
grovelling  at  my  feet  and  beseeching  me  not  to  kill 
Brunotta ;  and  indeed  in  that  moment  if  she  had 
come  before  me  I  could  not  have  answered  for 
myself  very  surely.  These  foolish  vile  things  sting 
so  deep — so  deep — and  then  we  are  to  let  them 
alone  because  they  are  foolish  and  vile,  forsootli ! 
It  is  hard  to  hold  one's  hand  sometimes. 

He  told  me  word  for  word  as  he  had  over- 
heard it  all,  that  scene  under  the  vine  by  the 
Badia ;  and  I  needed  no  more  to  tell  me  the  reason 
tliat  the  Fates  had  come  back  to  me.  And  I  had 
never  once  in  the  wildest  of  my  foncies  imagmed 
that  Brunotta  had  been  to  blame.  I  had  never 
once  in  my  sharpest  pain  suspected  that  Brunotta 
had   been  lying  when  she  had  run  weeping  out  of 
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the  Fiuilian  shadows  to  lament  to  me  for  the  loss  of 
the  donzella.  No,  I  had  never  dreamed  that  her 
jealousy  had  been  at  work,  and  that  her  rain  of  tears 
was  all  a  lie  ;  never  once !  men  are  such  fools. 

Well,  it  was  over  and  done,  and  there  was  no  help 
for  it,  and  the  poor  foolish  lad  crouched  aghast  at 
his  work  at  my  feet.  I  bade  him  never  let  me  see 
their  faces  again  ;  and  then  I  turned  away  and  left 
the  village  as  the  sun  set ;  and  went  where  chance 
might  take  me.  What  did  it  matter '? — the  world 
seemed  as  empty  to  me  as  a  shrivelled  gourd.  To 
me — Pascarel — to  whom  the  world  had  always  been 
jis  full  of  red  colour  and  of  pungent  flavour  as  any 
pomegranate  that  one  cuts  open  in  the  lirst  heats  of 
April  weather.  The  thing  Avas  over  and  done,  I  sa^-, 
and  as  far  as  I  know,  the  issue  of  it  might  have  been 
that  the  cliild  had  akead}'  drifted  dead  down  some 
momitain  river,  and  the  fair  wliite  body  of  her  have 
been  ak-eady  thrust  unshriven  amongst  the  name- 
less and  the  lost  in  the  marble  desolation  of  some 
Campo  Santo. 
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]E  Italians  love  tlie  soil,  I  think,  more  closely 
than  other  nations.  I,  ■wanderer  though  I 
have  been  all  my  days,  I  always  want  to 
tread  again  the  grey  Macigno  after  I  have  had  the 
Alps  awhile  betwixt  mj^self  and  Florence.  One 
wants  the  light  too  ;  the  dreamful  radiance  of  the 
skies,  that  is  neither  so  intense  nor  so  blue,  nor 
yet  either  so  glittering  as  the  poets  and  painters 
w^ll  make  it,  but  is  an  endless  ecstas}'  of  light — light 
clear  and  pure  and  gentle,  always  soft,  always  silvery 
rather  than  golden ;  alwa^-s  tender  and  di'eamful, 
like  the  eyes  of  a  woman  who  lies  awake  and 
remembers  the  kisses  of  her  lover. 

So  I  came  back  here  to  the  city  so  soon  as  my 
time  of  exile  was  ended,  with  little  hope  that  she 
were  living,  but  solely  from  long  habit  and  love  of 
the  soil. 

And  as  I  entered  the  town,  the  people  got  hold  of 
me,  and  would  fain  feast  and  welcome  me,  and  bore 
me  in  the  midst  of  them  all  down  the  old  Oltrarno. 
And  then — up  on  high,  behind  a  barred  casement 
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agixinst  the  corner  of  the  Lion's  Mouth — I  saw  her 
face,  and  then — 

Well,  then  the  sms  and  follies  of  my  old  life 
smote  me  from  the  lightning  of  the  child's  eyes  of 
scorn ;  and  she  spoke  words  I  merited,  no  doubt, 
but  still  such  words  as  one  cannot  hear  even  from  a 
woman  twice ;  and  so  I  saw  my  duty  plain  before 
me,  and  did  it,tliough  late  in  the  day,  no  doubt. 

It  was  long  and  tedious  labour  to  find  her 
father,  more  especially  because  I  had  to  earn  my 
daily  bread,  whilst  I  sought  for  him,  by  any  such 
handicraft  or  labom'  of  the  roads  as  came  to  my 
share  in  the  bitter,  joyless,  strange  countries  where 
the  people  only  saw  in  me  a  travel- stained  vagi'ant 
with  a  brown  sldn  and  a  foreign  tongue. 

But  I  did  her  will  at  last,  and  found  her  greatness 
and  fair  fortune,  and  so  sent  her  the  roses  in  fare- 
well, and  knew  that  she  was  lost  to  me  for  evermore, 
the  pretty,  careless,  sunny,  wayward  thing  who  had 
strayed  with  me  through  the  Poets'  Country  whilst 
the  blue  hlies  were  in  bloom.  I  am  glad  that  I  had 
strength  to  do  it — yes,  glad,  sm-ely,  for  her  sake. 
For  even  had  she  been  willing  to  link  her  life  with 
mine,  it  would  have  been  shame  in  me  to  lead  her 
VOL.  in.  o 
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into  my  obscure  and  thorn-set  paths  of  life  whilst 
she  "was  so  j'oung — so  young, — and  knew  not  what 
she  did. 

Yes,  I  am  glad. 

For,  though  one  be  but  a  strolling  player,  and 
never  saw  one's  crown  engi*aven  save  on  a  travelling 
tinlier's  old  iron  pot,  still,  when  one  bears  a  once- 
might}^  name  of  Florence,  one  must  needs  try  to  be 
worthy  of  it  by  some  poor  shred  of  honour,  at  the 
least.  Onl}'  for  mc,  look  you,  all  the  world  seemed 
dead. 

God  knows  what  I  might  have  done  in  the  weary 
days  when  I  had  sent  her  my  farewell  in  flowers, 
and  knew  that  every  year  of  her  life  Avould  only 
serve  to  make  her  higher  and  higher,  farther  and 
farther,  away  from  me  for  evermore. 

They  were  long  burning  days  of  drought  and 
dust.  The  land  was  white  with  long  thii'st,  and 
within  the  city  the  clouds  of  zanzari  hooted  all  night 
long.  For  the  first  time  in  all  my  years  of  love  for 
her  the  face  of  my  Florence  looked  without  beauty. 
Is  not  the  beauty  of  all  tilings  so  much  within  us, 
and  derived  so  little  from  w^ithout  ? 

God  knows,  I  say,  what  evil  or  mad  end  to  my 
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life  I  might  not  have  been  teniiited  to  \}\xi,  in  my 
heart-sickness  and  haste,  liad  tlicre  not  chanced  to 
me  a  strange  accident. 

One  blazmg  eveningtide,  just  as  the  smi  was  close 
on  its  setting,  I  was  walking  wearily  down  the 
Stocking-makers'  Street,  thinking  of  nothing  in 
particular,  Avlien  I  came  upon  a  little  group  of 
people  gathered  before  the  door  of  a  Cantina. 

It  is  a  quaint,  odd,  manj'-coloured,  picturesque 
sti'eet,  as  all  the  world  knows ;  and  Avhat  with  its 
pretty  crowded  ga}-  wares,  and  its  narrowness, 
and  its  popularity,  it  is  a  street  that  will  always 
tallv  to  one ;  it  has  done  so  much  ;  the  blood  of  Flo- 
rence has  coursed  so  often  down  it :  and  it  has  been 
a  channel  of  the  full  Florence  life  ever  smce  the  Arts 
and  Trades  marched  along  it  to  set  their  flags  round 
San  Michaele  that  brave  day  when  Duke  Walter 
was  hounded  out  through  the  gates. 

Calzaioli  will  always  talk  if  jow.  will  listen — here 
on  the  stones  that  are  still  called  the  Song  of  the 
Lily  it  has '  heard  the  soft  footfall  of  Ginevra's 
bare  and  trembling  feet ;  here,  where  Guardamorta 
rose,  it  saw  the  Lion  tremble  before  a  mother's 
love  ;  here  in  its  workshoiJ  the  Bronzino  dwelt,  and 
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here,  in  its  church,  liis  bones  were  laid  to  final  rest ; 
here  Donatello  and  Michelozzo  laboured   for   the 
love  of  arts  and  men  hard  by  yonder  against  the 
little  Bigallo;   here  flame  and  steel  ravaged  their 
worst  after  red    Arbia ;    here    the    AVhite    Bands 
shivered  and  fled  before  their  old  hereditaiy  foes  ; 
here,  on  Ascension  Day,  the  Signoria  went  up  with 
the  gold  and  purple  of  ripe  fruits,  to  lay  them  at 
the  feet  of  that  Madoima  of  Ugolino  whose  mani- 
fold miracles  sustained  the  soul  of  Florence  beneath 
the  Devil's  Plague  ;  here,  on  the  Feast  of  Anna,  it 
saw  Walter  of  Athens  driven  out  of  the  city,  and  all 
good  men  and   true    trooping    thither    to    render 
her  thanksgiving,  and  all  the  Ai-ts  raising  in  memory 
the  statue  of  then-  j)atron  saint  and  the  shields  of 
their  blazomies — all  these  things,   and    a    million 
more,  has  Calzaioli  seen  since  its  old  towers  and 
casements  crowded  hard  on  one  another,   and  the 
destriers  and  palfreys  champed  below  in  the  logge, 
and  the  painters  and  sculptors  worked  high  above 
in   the   turretted   roofs,  worked  amidst   the   chal- 
lenge   of    silver    clarions,    and    the    clangour    of 
brazen    bells,   the    fret    of  horses'  hoofs,  and   the 
clash  of  crossing  swords,  the  saucy  laugh  of  the 
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playing  pages,  and  the  sturdy  tramp  of  the  marching 
Trades. 

Calzaioli  will  always  talk  to  you,  if  you  have 
ears  to  hear,  antl  it  was  talking  to  me  then, 
and  I  was  heeding  not  at  all  tlie  living  throng 
around  me,  when  my  ear  was  caught  hy  an  air 
that  was  heing  played  on  a  violin  where  the 
knot  of  people  stood  before  the  wineshop.  I 
think  I  have  heard  most  music  that  has  ever  re- 
joiced the  earth  ;  and  at  Pisa,  amongst  other  things, 
I  studied  music  as  a  science ;  hut  this  air  stnick 
me  at  once  as  unlike  anj'thing  else  that  I  knew — 
quaint,  delicate,  fanciful,  mournful,  charming,  and 
altogether  new.     I  paused  to  listen  with  the  rest. 

A  boy  of  about  fourteen  was  playing,  sitting  on 
an  old  barrow  that  stood  in  the  kennel  of  the  street. 
He  was  very  small  and  slight,  and  pretty  as  a  child ; 
liis  clothes  were  ragged,  and  he  was  very  pale.  It 
grows  dark  in  Calzaioli  long  before  the  light  has 
died  in  the  open  contado ;  there  was  a  lamp  lit  in 
the  doorway  above  his  head ;  the  great  silvery  pile 
of  San  ]Michaele  loomed  beyond,  with  the  saints 
and  prophets  white  in  the  darkness.  I  staj^ed  with 
the  rest  of  them  and  listened. 


198  PASCARi:L. 


The  air  had  enchanted  the  people ;  the}'  were 
humming  it  to  themselves  as  it  was  played ;  and 
two  comitry  giiis  had  caught  it,  and  were  singing  to 
it  a  first  and  a  second  as  they  jdaited  on  at  their 
hanks  of  straw.  It  was  just  one  of  those  melodies 
made  to  he  repeated  on  ever}-  lip,  and  handed  from 
town  to  town  in  every  land :  not  because  it  was 
catchmg  and  common,  but  because  that  true  divine 
spirit  of  music  was  in  it  which  has  an  universal 
tongue  and  a  life  eternal. 

All  of  a  sudden,  as  I  listened,  the  music  of  the 
violin  ceased — snapped,  as  it  were,  and  ceased ; 
there  was  a  little  movement  in  the  group ;  the 
musician  had  fallen  backward  in  the  gutter,  and 
the  violin  had  dropped  out  of  his  hand. 

I  pushed  the  i)eoi)le  aside  and  lifted  his  head  on 
my  knee.  By  his  looks  I  thought  he  had  tainted 
from  hunger. 

The  people,  looking  frightened,  began  to  edge 
away,  still  humming  fragments  of  his  melody. 

*'  He  does  not  belong  to  any  of  us,"  they  said, 
with  little  shrugs  of  their  shoulders. 

He  did  not  belong  to  any  one,  poor  lad  ;  he  had 
been  seen  in  Florence  for  the  first  time  for  what 
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anybody  knew,  playing  along  the  Arno  side  for 
pence  tliat  day  at  noon.  The  beauty  of  his  aii's  had 
drawn  a  little  crowd  after  him.  The  people  will 
wander  after  any  harmony  horn;  by  horn*  anywhere 
over  Italy. 

Down  in  the  gutter  the  lad  lay,  and  if  one  lie 
there  in  Calzaioli,  one  is  as  sui'e  to  have  a  horse's  hoof 
in  one's  face  as  Maytime  is  sure  to  bring  cherries. 

The  Avineshop  people  did  not  much  like  to  let 
him  in  ;  but,  nevertheless,  as  they  knew  me  well, 
and  m  the  old  days  of  my  fooling  I  had  had 
many  an  idle  night  over  their  chiante,  they  gave 
way ;  and  after  a  while,  in  then*  inner  chamber,  the 
lad  came  to  himself,  and  opened  great  dark 
bewildered  eyes  on  us.  He  was  as  handsome  and 
small  as  a  gu'l,  Avith  curls  of  Venetian  gold  lying 
soft  and  thick  about  his  tliroat. 

*'  I  was  playing — a  moment  ago  ?  "  he  murmured, 
staring  up  into  our  faces.  *'  It  was  in  a  street — 
what  has  happened  ?  " 

"  You  fainted,  that  is  all,"  I  told  him.  "  Was  it 
the  heat,  or  are  jon  ill,  or  what  is  it  ?  " 

White  as  he  was,  and  bloodless,  he  coloured 
painfully. 
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"It  was  hunger,  I  think,"  he  murmured.  "I 
have  eaten  notliing  for  three  days  but  a  crust  a 
dog  left." 

Knowing  that,  to  do  for  him  was  easy. 

He  soon  after  sank  into  deep  slumber,  and  seemed 
likely  to  sleep  all  the  night ;  so  I  would  not 
disturb  him;  but  with  the  fii'st  of  the  daylight, 
as  soon  as  the  shutters  were  down,  I,  watching 
by  him,  saw  his  pretty  ej'es  open ;  and  then  he  was 
all  for  falling  at  my  feet  and  blessing  me,  as  though, 
poor  little  lad,  I  had  been  St.  Michael  himself  who 
had  called  him  up  into  paradise.  "When  he  got  a 
little  cahiier,  he  told  me  his  stor}-.  His  name  was 
Eaifaello  Baptista. 

"  You  see,  dear  signor,"  said  he,  lifting  his  wist- 
ful, pitiful  eyes  to  mme,  "  I  belong  to  Verona.  My 
mother,  who  was  blind,  was  ver}-  very  good,  but 
she  died  more  than  a  j'ear  ago,  and  I  was  very  un- 
happy. Because  my  old  master  in  music  was  dead 
too  ;  and  there  was  a  lovely  little  lady  who  had 
always  been  my  playmate  who  had  disappeared  in 
the  strangest  manner  possible.  She  was  much 
above  me — oh  yes,  quite  illustrious.  Her  people,  I 
believe,  were  very  great ;  only  they  never  took  any 
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notice  of  her,  so  that  it  was  not  any  good  at  all. 
When  she  was  lost,  all  Verona  said  she  was  dead, 
because  a  girl's  body  was  found  in  Adige,  and  the 
face  none  could  see,  being  gnawed  by  the  rats.  But 
I  was  always  quite  sure  that  the  good  God  had  not 
taken  her  without  letting  me  see  her  once  more. 
And  little  by  little  I  came  to  think  that  I  would  try 
to  find  her.  My  mother  was  dead  and  buried,  and  my 
father  drinks  all  day,  and  old  Ambrogio,  even, 
was  gone ;  and  so  I  thought  to  myself,  no  one 
wants  me  here,  and  I  am  kicked  about  like  a  useless 
little  cur,  and  I  am  quite  old  now,  thii'teen  come 
the  Day  of  Ashes ;  and  I  will  go  and  try  and  find 
out  the  donzella,  and  I  am  sm-e  Mariuccia  and  the 
Mother  will  pray  for  me.  And  so  off  I  came  the 
very  end  of  Quaresima,  and  I  have  been  wandering, 
wandering,  wandering  ever  smce  then,  and  never  a 
sight  of  her  face.  Only  once,  in  a  hamlet,  m  the 
Romagna  country,  I  heard  of  a  girl  who  was  singmg, 
with  hail*  all  gold,  like  the  wheat  in  summer,  and  the 
people  spoke  of  her  as  L'Uccello  ;  and  then  I  took 
heart  of  grace  to  hear  the  old  dear  Veronese  name, 
and  I  said,  '  There  cannot  be  two  lilve  that,'  and  I 
kept  on  and  on  till  I  came  into  Florence.     Her 
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brothers  are  all  dead,  and  she  is  quite  illustrious, 

yon  know,  only  so  poor,  so  poor !     And  she  and  I 

were  friends  always,  and  always  so  happy  together. 

And  she  has  nobody  at  all  but  me ;  lier  old  nurse 

died  in  the  last  Avintertime,  and  of  her  people  nobody 

knows.     Have  I  money  ?     Oh  no.     How  should  I? 

You  see  my  legs  are  bare,  and  I  have  only  this  little 

pack — one  shirt  in  it — and  my  little  viol.     But  I 

have  wanted  for  nothing.     Nothing,  nothing.     Yes, 

I  have  come  on  foot  all  over  the  plams  and  the 

mountains.     What  of  that  ?     It  has  only  been  cold 

the  last  few  months,  and  the  people  have  always 

been  good,     I  have  played  for  them  at  feasts,  at 

fairs,  at  bridals,  at  vintage  dances,  an3'T\'here,  always ; 

and  they  have  always  given  me  a  supper  and  a  bed, 

and  very  often  much  more  than  that.     Oh,  I  have 

not  suffered  at  all — sometimes  just  a  little,  perhaps, 

from  bemg  tu'ed,  or  out  in  the  storms;  and  once 

some  pifferari  set  on  me,  and  beat  me,  and  tlu-ew 

me  into  a  ditch,  because  the}'  thought  I  was  in  the 

way  on  their  rounds;  that  is  all  the  unldndness  I 

have  had.     I  have  been  only  a  fortnight  m  Florence, 

and  the  last  three  days  I  have  made  no  money.     I 

have  been  too  weak  to  play,  and  I  have  slept  in  the 
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grass  in  the  Cnscine  meadows,  ami  i  think  I  liavc 
got  a  little  fever  perhaps.  To-niglit  I  wandered  out 
into  the  street,  and  did  play  a  little.  You  know  tlie 
rest.  I  never  shall  find  the  dmizella  now.  But — 
but — if  I  should  die,  will  you  let  the  poor  little  viol 
be  buried  w  ith  nic  ?  I  sliould  not  like  it  to  be 
burned  as  waste  wood,  though  perhaps  it  is  worth 
nothing  more." 

So  he  spoke,  the  poor  little  Baptista,  sittmg  on 
the  mattress  in  the  inner  room  in  the  Cantina,  and 
looking  at  me  with  his  gi'eat  pathetic  eyes  under  the 
auburn  tangle  of  his  locks — such  a  pretty,  fragile, 
heavenly-looking  little  lad ;  one  would  have  had 
him  painted  as  that  boy-martyr  whose  head  being 
severed  from  his  bod}'  sang  on  day  and  night  the 
sweetest  Aves  ever  afterwards.  His  whole  face 
breatlied  music ;  we  have  many  such  faces  amongst 
us.  Very  often  they  mean  nothing  ;  but  his  meant 
all  that  it  uttered. 

I  seemed  to  know  him  so  well.  Had  I  not 
beard  of  Baifaelino  scores  of  times  from  the 
mouth  of  his  playmate,  as  she  went  with  me  along 
the  Adda  or  Arno  water?  Had  I  not  seen  him 
with    his    little    mandoline,    and    his    bare    feet, 
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and   his   reel  sash,  that   first   Jay    of  Caniivul   iii 
Verona  ? 

He  did  not  know  what  the  memory  was  that 
stirred  in  me ;  but  it  made  him  like  my  own  son,  as 
it  were,  to  me,  and  as  sacred.  Besides,  I  loved  the 
lad  for  staying  neither  for  sense  nor  prudence,  but 
setting  forth  to  find  his  donzella  in  that  innocent, 
foolish,  childish  faith  and  loyalty. 

Now  when  I  found  llafiaelino  in  Calzaioli  that 
night  I  was  very  little  better  off  in  the  world  than  he; 
and  the  lad  being  very  ill  and  altogether  destitute, 
I  had  need  to  cast  about  me  for  some  sm-er  manner 
of  maintenance,  or  let  him  drift  away  to  the  hos- 
pitals and  the  sepulchre.  It  seemed  to  me  that 
the  boy  came  in  my  wa}'  lilce  a  duty  there  was  no 
means  of  escaping.  M}'  own  faulty  fashion  of 
living  had  cost  so  much  anguish  to  the  child  that 
had  gone  with  me  through  all  the  fresh  green 
Tuscan  summer ;  and  it  seemed  to  me  now  that  to 
do  my  best  by  her  favourite  plaj-mate  was  the  only 
sort  of  x>oor  atonement  that  ever  would  lie  within 
my  reach. 

So  whilst  Raffaello  was  stretched  on  the  sacking 
in   an   attic    amongst  the    roofs   in  the    Street   of 
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the  Stocking-weavers,  I  took  thouglit  as  to  a  means 
of  livelihood. 

Now  I  had  absolutely  nothing. 

The  little  I  had  saved  had  gone  for  that  bit  of  land 
in  the  Valdigreve.  I  could  always  gain  my  day's 
bread  and  lodging  by  a  turn  amongst  the  vines,  or 
a  few  hours  in  the  modelling  shops,  or  by  talcing  a 
fiddler's  place  in  the  little  opera  houses,  or  by 
showing  the  trick  of  the  clay  to  some  young 
sculptor ;  for  I  have  a  sort  of  desultory  universal 
talent,  which  is  in  a  manner  the  most  general  curse 
of  my  countrymen — an  over  fertility  of  invention 
that  is  very  apt  to  end  in  absolute  steriUty  of 
achievement. 

Little  Tocco  had  gone  as  a  pupil  and  'prentice  to 
Orfio  Orlanduccio,  and  was  thought  of  good  promise 
in  the  art,  so  that  I  had  no  soul  in  the  world  to 
work  for ;  and  where  is  the  Italian  who  will  work 
for  mere  work's  sake  ? 

It  is  not  possible  to  us.  Give  us  an  end  and  we 
wiU  labour  as  weU  as  other  men  ;  but  without  some 
impetus  we  will  not  serve  that  grim  and  ghostly 
Northern  Thor  whose  hammer  has  struck  down  all 
the  wild  roses  and  tossing  hawthorns  and  sweet  sky- 
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larks  of  the  Avorld's  soft  smiling,  useless,  leisurel}', 
lieaven-sent  joj's. 

If  we  are  liappy,  let  us  lie  in  the  sun  and  dream 
of  it ;  and  if  we  are  unliappv,  what  else  better  can 
Ave  do.  For  Italians  do  not  kill  themselves  ;  why, 
I  cannot  say ;  perhaps  from  fear  of  Dante's  Circles, 
or  perhaps  from  sheer  love  of  the  mere  plant-like 
sense  of  living  :  why,  I  will  not  say,  hut  they  do  not. 

The  fifth  night  after  I  had  fomid  him,  I  went  up 
the  dreary  Sdrucciolo  by  tlie  Pitti  to  get  a  little 
fruit  for  him,  and  I  had  nearly  resolved  to  go  to 
Carrara  as  soon  as  he  should  prove  able  to  be 
moved.  The  mountain  air  might  do  him  good,  and 
there  was  always  work  enough  for  any  one  who  knew 
how  to  chip  marble  ;  and  the  life  there,  where  all 
the  sculptors'  dreams  take  shape,  amidst  the  white 
desolation  of  the  quarries,  with  the  keen  mountain 
solitudes  all  aromid,  Avas  most  miHke  (and  therefore 
least  painful  to  me  of  any)  the  life  that  I  had  led 
Avith  my  gay  little  Arte. 

I  was  knoAvn  there.  It  had  even  happened  now 
and  then  that,  finding  some  artist  struggling  with  a 
fine  fancy  that  he  could  not  to  his  liking  embody  in 
the  clay,  I  had  had  the  luck,  by  a  fitful  night's 
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work,  to  call  up  the  Andromeda  or  the  Spartacus 
that  escaped  him,  and  the  figure  has  gone  forth — 
mine,  if  I  had  cared  to  claim  it — and  now  and  then, 
I  have  even  heard,  has  made  the  other  man's 
fortune.  AVhat  did  it  matter  ?  it  was  only  an  acci- 
dent, a  knack,  a  turn  of  the  hand,  more  or  less 
happy,  that  chanced  to  put  fire  into  a  soulless 
model.  "What  matter  who  claimed  the  statue  in 
its  city  market-place?  "NVhen  we  love  Art  for 
Art's  sake,  we  are  pained  by  a  line  awry,  a  note 
discordant,  a  colour  misplaced;  but  we  are  not 
pained  by  a  name  being  lettered  in  gold  instead  of 
our  own  ? 

To  Carrara,  therefore,  I  thought  I  would  go. 
But,  as  fate  would  have  it,  as  I  thus  resolved,  I  ran 
against,  in  Sdrucciolo,  a  little  plump,  oily  Pied- 
montese,  by  name  Luca  Pestro,  who  had  rolled  a 
good  deal  of  gold  together,  as  the  men  of  Piedmont 
have  a  knack  of  doing,  and  was  the  dii'ector  of  the 
Goldoni  Theatre  in  tliis  city  and  of  another  larger 
one  in  Tm-in. 

I  knew  Pestro  very  well,  he  having  been  a  gay, 
jovial  soul  before  he  had  taken  to  money-making, 
and  we  had  had  some  merry  days  together  years 
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and  3'ears  before  in  France,  where  he  was  travel- 
ling with  a  choice  comi)any  <»f  marionettes,  whose 
joints  were  as  stiff  and  as  dire  a  trouble  to  liini 
as  the  tempers  of  any  livin;?  troops  of 
actors. 

Pestro  flew  across  the  narrow  passage  to  me,  and 
cast  his  arms  about  rue,  with  tears  in  his  eyes  and 
his  dress  all  disordered.  I  had  not  met  with  him 
for  at  least  five  years. 

"Pascarel!  oh,  Pascarel !  What  ever  good  angel 
has  dropped  you  here  ?  "  he  cried,  in  hot  haste,  still 
holding  me  by  both  aims,  whilst  the  men  and  the 
mules  pushed  by  us.  "  Do  you  know  Ferraris  is 
dying — struck  speechless  up  at  his  villa  only  an 
hour  ago — and  he  to  play  to-night  to  all  the  Piinces, 
and  I  at  such  expense  as  never  was ; — and  now  all 
ruined  unless  indeed  you  would  take  the  character 
yourself?" 

I  told  him  I  had  heard  it  as  I  came  up  the 
Sdrucciolo  ;  people  were  heavy  of  heart  for  it ;  for 
Ferraris,  though  in  the  decline  of  his  years,  was  the 
greatest  player  that  the  stage  of  Italy  then  nimibered 
amongst  its  actors. 

Well,  in  a  word,  he  so  besought  me  and  wrought 
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on  me  to  take  Ferraris's  place,   that  I,  thinking  of 
liiift'iielino,  at  hist  assentetl. 

Tlie  doors  of  the  Gohloni  opened  at  eight  of  the 
clock.  But  I  needed  little  preparation ;  the  cos- 
tumes of  Ferraris  were  about  my  measure,  and  for 
the  part  I  knew  it  all  well :  in  the  old  times,  wth 
the  Zinzara  and  her  people,  we  had  played  the 
**  Don  Marzio  alia  Bottega  del  Caffo  "  many  and 
many  a  time  in  the  little  sea  and  mountain  towns 
of  the  Riviera  and  the  Basque  countr}-.  A  glance, 
and  all  the  old  eloquence  came  back  to  me.  I 
heard,  as  though  it  had  been  yesterday,  the  sonorous 
roll  of  the  Zinzara's  voice  as  she  had  first  taught 
me  the  part  by  the  light  of  a  single  candle,  in  her 
little  attic,  with  her  slender  feet  bare  on  the  bare 
bricks,  and  a  red  japonica-flower  thrust  into  her 
rough  hair,  and  a  great  brown  sausage  hissing  itself 
solemnlj'  into  readiness  for  supper  over  the  charcoal 
stove,  and  through  the  broken  lattice  of  the  garret 
always  the  ghmmer  of  the  moonbeams  and  always 
the  shimmer  of  the  sea. 

Poor  woman !  Was  she  dead '?  I  wondered.  It  is 
strange  how  suddenly  they  flash  into  our  lives,  and 
how  utterly  they  drift  out  of  it,  all  these  women ! 

VOL.  ni.  p 
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I  thouglit  of  the  Ziiiznra — of  notliiiig  else — as  I 
took  tlie  i)lii(c  of  Ftnaris,  and,  for  the  first  time 
since  I  lind  ]tljiye(I  with  Inr  in  th<»se  ohl  ileml  tUys, 
passed  on  to  the  stage  of  a  theatre  "  witli  n  rmif 
to  it,"  as  my  Piedniontese's  phrase  had  nin. 

'J'hat  night  was  one  of  tlie  sti*nnge  nccidenls  whidi 
have  the  force  of  gods — or  devils — to  change  the 
tenoiir  of  men's  lives. 

AVhen  thu  curtain  fell,  my  fame  was  crowned  in 
Florence.  I — the  people's  Pascarello — had  the  hall 
at  my  foot  to  play  with  it  as  T  would. 

The  whole  city  seemed  to  go  mad  for  me  ;  tiiey 
took  me  home  to  mv  garret  in  riotous  h(»majie,  and 
staved  under  mv  window  half  the  night  sinfjinji  mv 
lo  triomphe. 

Much  was  due  to  the  time,  no  douht.  I  had 
become  to  them  a  sort  of  incannition  of  Free  Italy, 
and  I  always  love  to  believe  that  it  is  less  Pas- 
carel  the  Player  they  care  for  than  it  is  Pascarel  the 
Patriot ;  and  if  indeed  it  be  so,  how  little,  how 
very  little,  it  matters  that  one  is  not  likewise  Pas- 
carel the  Prince. 

From  that  night  my  fame  spread,  and  spi-ead,  not 
only  in  this  country  but  in  nil  i^thei-s,  like  ciixles  on 
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wator  from  a  well  flung  stone.  In  n  few  montlis' 
space  eveiy  hour  of  my  art  could  l)e  counted  Itv 
gold  and  «liamonds.  And  for  RatTaelino  I  accepted 
it  and  worked  ;  th»>  little  an<^elic  lad  saved  my 
reason  certainly,  my  life  perliaps. 

For  tlie  winter,  any  or  all  of  the  cities  hire  me, 
and  tliey  bid  nnuh  hi^jher  for  me,  one  against 
another  very  often,  than  I  am  surely  worth  ;  but, 
when  the  vines  are  in  bloss«»m,  I  always  come  back 
inider  the  Cross  and  the  I.ily,  and  play  all  the 
summer  thnaigh  to  my  own  people  in  this  dear  city 
of  mine,  a  Florentine  once  more  and  nothing  else. 

For  the  other  cities  I  am  the  Pascarello  of  the 
kings,  and  the  "wits,  and  the  gi-eat  ladies,  and  the 
pleasure  seekers,  and  I  have  as  many  gold  boxes  and 
honied  words  as  Mai'zzoco  in  the  old  days  had 
kisses  from  captives.  But  here  I  am  the  Pascarel 
of  tlie  people  who  come  trooping  to  me  out  of  the 
scorching  streets  and  burning  squares,  that  are 
even  hot  when  the  moon  is  liigh,  and  in  from  the 
sim-baked  contado,  where  the  gi'apes  bmui  black  in 
the  fierce  scirocco. 

Here  I  am  myself  once  more,  and  I  have  my  own 

populace  about  me  :    and  the  foreigners  seek  me 

p  2 
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with  bribes  in  their  hands  and  say,  come  witli  us  to 
Baden,  to  Monaco,  to  Belgium,  to  Russia,  to 
heaven  knows  where  not,  and  I  will  not  go ;  I  stay 
here  in  the  summer  and  play  as  I  choose  in  the 
open  air  theatres  with  the  wings  of  the  swallows 
over  my  head,  and  the  eager  brown  faces  of  my 
own  people  around  me. 

If  half  the  year  I  did  not  hear  that  deep  chested, 
sonorous  vibration  of  Italian  laughter  that  is  like 
the  metal  tones  of  great  melodious  bells,  I  should 
lose  heart  and  manhood.  It  has  been  about  me  all 
my  life,  I  cannot  do  ^rithout  it.  It  is  to  me  as  the 
trumpet  call  to  the  trooper's  horse.  And  tliere  is 
no  laughter  like  it  mider  the  sun;  just,  so  I  often 
thmk,  must  the  young  gods  have  laughed  when 
Pan  piped  to  them. 

And  so  I  have  played  on  from  that  time  until 
now,  for  sake  of  the  little  tender  lad  who  dreams 
his  days  away  in  music  in  a  little  home  that  I  have 
made  for  him  looking  on  an  old  green  convent 
garden  behind  the  Palace  of  the  Torrigianni. 
Besides,  one  must  do  something,  or  go  mad. 

And  going  up  under  the  pale  walls  where  the  field 
roses  are  nodding,  in  the  sunny  road  towards  Signa, 
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I  meet  Brunotta  on  her  mule,  going  to  sell  her  birds 
in  Florence.  She  is  plump,  and  brown,  and  cheerj' : 
she  thrashes  her  beast,  and  shrieks  shrill}-  to  the 
fowls  in  her  panniers.  And  I  once  cared  to 
caress  that  little  foolish  sulky  face  !  Oh  God,  what 
fools  men  look  to  themselves  when  they  see  them- 
selves in  the  mirrors  of  then-  old  dead  loves  !  I 
feel  chilly  and  gi'own  old. 

The  crickets  sing  in  the  canes  by  the  shallow 
Grfeve  water,  and  the  little  red  roses  are  bright  on 
the  edge  of  the  grey  dusty  wall ;  but  for  me — I  feel 
old,  I  sa}'. 

"What  brought  me  this  way  to-day  ? 


HERE  I  stand  with  the  laurel  ^n'eath  in  my 
hand.  The  laurel  is  not  green,  it  is 
yellow  from  the  passing  of  winter  :  laurels 
shoidd  always  be  painted  so,  for  who  gathers  them 
in  his  spring  time  ? 

The  daffodils  blow  to  and  fro  by  millions,  in  the 
fields;    the   vines    are   everywhere    thrusting    out 
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their  little  tender  buds ;  down  there,  beneath  the 
Bhimmer  of  the  olives,  lies  ni}'  City  of  the  Lilies. 

My  friend  j^aints  on  at  his  study  of  Panfilo,  and 
tells  me  that  I  shall  never  be  old  ;  he  will  have  it 
that  artists  never  are.  Perhajis  there  is  some  truth 
in  it.  In  a  sense  we  are  cliihlrcn  t.i  the  end — 
children  who  are  ready  to  laugh  even  in  our  tears, 
and  whose  gayest  laugliter  has  always  a  sob  in  it ; 
children  so,  no  doubt.  Children  who  after  all  know 
that  the  only  real  good  that  can  come  to  them 
will  be  to  be  lulled  into  forgetful  sleep  in  the  arms 
of  the  great  nursing  mother,  Death. 

The  painter  rises  and  brealvs  off  a  bougli  ()i  hiurel 
fully  budded,  and  brings  it  to  me. 

"  Take  tliis  instead,"  lie  says  ;  ''  your  laurels 
are  not  tarnished  nor  faded." 

For  the  matter  of  that  I  diflor  with  him. 

"I  prefer  those  wrinkled  ones  flaked  and  crumpled 
with  the  winter's  frost.  They  are  very  much  more 
true,  I  say. 

"Yet  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  lam-els  of  any 
sort,  unless  I  hold  them  as  deputy  for  Madama 
Pampinea.  Get  me  those  dandelion  heads,  blow 
balls  as  the  old  poets  call  them,  they  are  my  pro- 
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totypes,  for  tlii'y  uro  light  iis  feathers,  and  arrow 
headed,  and  all  the  four  winds  of  heaven  toy  with 
them,  and  no  one  marks  where  they  fall.  If  a 
plaj'er  is  painted  with  any  emblem,  he  should  be 
painted  with  those  putf  balls.  Their  place  in  crea- 
tion is  very  much  about  what  his  own  is." 

So  I  say.  But  he  will  not  paint  me  with  my  puff 
balls  ;  he  iniints  his  Panfilo  holding  a  branch  of 
amber  tinted  laurel.  He  tells  me  that  I  always  look 
as  if  I  had  stepped  out  of  the  Decamerone  ;  I  tell 
him  that  every  Florentine  does  the  same.  We  have 
our  father's  faces,  if  not  our  father's  force  and  our 
father's  florins. 

It  is  absurd  to  paint  me  \\ith  even  a  dead  laiu'el ; 
I  Pascarel,  a  pla3'er.  I  have  a  sort  of  fame  now,  it 
is  true,  but  what  is  the  fame  of  a  player  ?  I  said 
long  ago,  the  mere  breath  of  a  breeze  that  drives 
the  comets  of  man's  wonder  a  little  before  it  for 
one  horn*,  and  with  the  wind  sinks  to  utter  silence, 
and  cannot  stir  so  much  as  a  baby's  paper  windmill 
were  it  ever  so. 

I  used  to  be  so  happy  in  the  old  life  of  mine.  I 
think  few  men,  if  any,  lived  so  long  as  I  and  had  so 
little  care.     Merriment,  freedom,  air,  and  pleasure ; 
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I  had  them  all,  the  jietals  of  the  four-leaved  sham- 
rock, wliich  here  aiul  tliere  one  in  a  million  finds 
and  gathers,  liaving  the  wit  to  know  where  to  look 
for  it,  not  in  kings'  gardens,  hut  in  little  cool,  green, 
darkling  nooks  of  life,  tliat  hubble  with  the  waters 
of  content. 

I  had  always  been  ha^jpy  from  the  time  that  I  first 
ran  hare-legged  and  bareheaded  in  the  Tuscan  sun 
after  my  father's  barrow.  I  was  really  and  truly 
the  last  of  the  Pascarel  princes  ;  so  he  said,  my  poor 
father,  if  he  were  not  crazed,  and  indeed  I  suppose 
it  is  true  enough.  But  what  was  that  to  me  ?  It 
was  much  more  to  me  that  I  had  the  lithest  limbs 
in  the  Salterello  of  any  one  north  of  Abruzzi ;  much 
more  to  me  that  the  girls  leaning  across  the  mils 
of  the  loggia  in  the  summer  nights  had  ripe  red 
lips  that  always  smiled  on  me.  I  was  happy 
tinkering  the  old  pots  and  pans,  from  the  Aquilean 
marsh  to  the  Sorrentine  orange  woods ;  I  uas  haj^py 
studying  all  lore,  vu-tuous  and  iniquitous,  in  the 
sad  old  ways  of  Pisa,  and  following  even  into  occult 
paths,  the  steps  of  Paracelsus  and  Agi'ippa  ;  I  was 
happy  when  I  went  seaward  with  the  Zmzai*a  and 
her  people,  to  make  sport  and  laughter  all  along 
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the  bright  sea  road  from  Siivoy  to  Basque;  niitl 
hajipiest  of  all  when,  with  no  master  Imt  my  own 
whim  and  iamy,  1  sauntered  through  tlie  world  and 
tlien  came  home  this  side  the  Alps,  and  set  up,  year 
after  3*ear,  wheresoever  I  would,  my  little  wooden 
theatre  in  some  silent,  shadowy  grass-gi'own  square 
of  aiiy  old  forgotten  city,  or  amongst  the  hyacinths, 
and  the  poppies,  and  the  asphodels  of  anj'  sunny 
hillside  field ;  the  time  when  I  lived  with  the  country 
folk  and  the  craftsmen,  and  when  the  very  best  that 
could  be  said  of  me  was, ''  There  goes  that  vagabond; 
some  wit  ?  Oh,  yes  ;  over  his  wme  cups,  so  they 
say  ;  but  only  a  stroller,  tliat  goes  a-  foot  from  place 
to  place  and  carries  his  baggage  IDce  a  pack  horse, 
nothing  more." 

Life  was  a  merry  and  gladsome  frolic,  if  a  sigh 
ran  imder  it  on  occasion ;  so  it  seemed  to  me,  I  say, 
then,  when  tlie  brown  coutadina  grmned  at  mj'  mirth, 
and  the  3'oung  coppersmith  hid  his  tears  at  my  woe. 
But  now,  when  they  call  me  a  gi'eat  genius,  and 
despots  laugh  and  theii*  consorts  weep  at  the  things 
that  I  say  and  the  things  that  I  do  on  the  stage  of 
the  world's  great  theatre,  now  I  feel  myself  no 
better  and  no  wiser  than  anj'  soap  bubble  that  a 
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child's  breath  flouts  iii)\var(ls  on  tlie  air.  Tlic  lieart 
is  gone  out  of  the  jest  for  me  ;  ami  as  for  tlie  pain — 
well,  it  lies  too  close  to  nie  now  ;  so  close,  that  when 
1  ]iiiike  them  lau^'h  at  it,  I  seem  to  make  tliem 
moik  my  own.     Can  you  understjuul  ? 

Nay — who  should  muhrstand  an  artist  ?  We  do 
not  miderstand  ourselves. 

The}'  call  me  great.  Wtdl,  so  bo  it,  if  it  please 
them.  ]')Ut  ior  nic.  1  know  that  I  was  nearer 
greatness  under  my  old  torn  canvas  roof.  For 
the  artist  is  onlv  <,aeat  wlien  he  lives  in  the  ideal 
life  of  Ills  imaginations,  and  when  his  own  heiui, 
aches,  liow  can  he  do  that  well  ".*  When  the  nick  of 
the  Ivcal  liolds  him  tight  in  its  iron  jaws,  liow  shall 
he  spt>it  and  sleep  and  smile,  in  the  arms  of  tlie 
Dream  ^lother '? 

"  Have  you  seen  Pascarel,  the  great  Pascarcl?" 
they  all  say ;  and  all  the  world  runs  to  stare. 

At  times  I  play  my  own  pieces,  and  then  they 
say  too,  "  What  a  genius  he  has  !" 

Nay,  it  has  even  so  happened  that  a  king  has 
called  me  to  his  seat  to  give  me  a  diamond  box, 
and  that  a  great  princess  has  cast  to  me  her  owni 
bouquet  of  orchids  in  a  band  of  jewels.     Thov  nm 
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ftftor  nir  111  I  Ik-  streets,  nnrl  tlipy  sell  my  ]ini-trait 
betwixt  the  newest  courtezan  and  the  hist  nmiikrur. 
AVho  can  want  more  than  tliat  of  Fortune  '? 

Nay,  nothing  that  1  know  t»f :  only  where  is  tlie 
liglit  heart  with  which  I  used  to  toss  down  the  pour 
nioiuitain  wine  after  1  had  acted  to  an  audience  of 
stonecutters  and  vinedressers  away  there  on  the 
grey  Apeiniines '?  Ah,  hght  hcaits  do  not  tarry 
with  hiurels.  This  artist  friend  of  mine  does 
rightly  to  paint  the  laurel  with  edges  sear  and  torn. 
That  laurel  that  I'anfilo  held,  though  gathere<l  in 
tlie  g»u-dens  of  delight,  it  must  sui'ely  have  borne  the 
taint  of  the  plague  somewhere  about  it.  Did  the 
laughter  on  their  lips  never  make  those  story- 
tellers shudder  ? — I  shudder  sometimes,  now,  at 
mine. 

I  am  a  fool :  oh,  I  know  tliat  well.  What 
was  a  child  with  a  sheen  of  yellow  hair  and  a  voice 
like  a  lute,  that  she  should  change  the  face  of  the 
world  and  the  laughter  of  men  to  me  ? 

Nothing  in  reason,  I  know,  but  then  reason  has 
so  little  to  do  with  one's  life,  and  when  one  cannot 
so  much  as  tell  whether  the  thing  one  cares  for 
be  living  or  dead ; — that  is  hard,  j'ou  see. 
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I'iiscarMlo  !  Pnsciutl.  Wlun  a  villfl^«  j.m  »\.  m^ 
liccls  with  welcoming,'  cliunour  wiulinj;  my  lutme 
over  the  hu(hlin{^'  vines  nud  the  criiiiHoii  pl«»w  of  the 
litld  tuliits,  li«iw  well  it  was  witli  me;  I  aiJied 
iKithing  hetter  «»f  heaven  or  earth,  than  ju»l  to 
l:iiij;;h  nil  in  my  i»wn  fashion  through  Uic  carelesa 
spaces  of  the  happy  years.  But  now,  though  all 
the  cities  cry  it  out.  and  m^n  come  to  me  with  gold 
ill  tlu  ir  hands,  where  is  the  charm?  1  felt  old  to- 
day, I  ^^ay,  as  I  went  l»y  the  grey  Grijve  water, 
where  tlie  little  red  roses  were  nil  idive  and  glad  in 
the  livinii  sunshine. 

And  yet  it  is  April  too ;  and  I  aui  here  in  my 
City  of  Lilies. 

"  V(>u  waste  half  vour  vear,"  said  a  Frenchman 
to  nie  the  other  ilav.  "You  flinir  nwav  on  vour 
Florentines  in  the  suninu  r  all  the  fortmie  you  make 
in  the  winter  in  Russia,  and  Paris,  and  Rome." 

AVell,  if  I  do  :  I  love  my  Florentines  better  than 
rvussia,  or  Paris,  or  Home:  and,  what  do  I  want 
with  a  fortune  '? 

Besides,  I  like  to  be  free  in  the  glad  summer 
weather,  when  the  fireflies  flash  all  along  the  ground 
and  the  magnolia  trees  are  all  white  with  flower. 


THE  FIELIi    OF  FUmKliS.  321 

iVrhaiis  I  am  idlt'  by  nature,  iiii  Italian  is  sure  to 
be. 

One  fierce  suinnur  noon  1  i  spied  a  letter- 
carrier  going  out  for  a  tlay's  pleasuring  at  a  fair  in 
the  contado,  and  stowing  the  post-bags  of  a  whole 
district  away  in  a  cupboard  behind  his  house  door 
to  await  his  return  on  the  morrow.  I  iiskcd  him 
how  he  reconciled  the  dereliction  to  his  conscience. 
He  looked  at  nie  with  wide  «»pen  innocent  eyes  of 
surprise. 

*'  Che  diamine,  signore  !  The  fair  will  not  wait ; 
if  I  do  not  go  to-day,  I  go  never.  I>ut,  as  for  the 
letters,  thev  will  wait  very  well.  Xo  one  knows  wluit 
is  in  them,  so  no  one  is  expecting  anj'thing  ;  and,  no 
dt)ubt,  tliey  are  all  bad  news,  letters  always  are,  and 
the  poor  people  will  be  all  the  better  for  having 
another  day  in  peace." 

^Vith  which  he  turned  the  key  on  the  post-bags, 
and  jogged  happil}-  off  on  his  donkey  with  red  rib- 
bons flying  from  its  ears. 

So  on  in  like  manner,  I  being  idle  and  always  at 
heai-t  a  vagabond,  shut  the  gold  bags  out  of  sight 
and  come  to  the  fairs  in  the  summer,  only  instead 
of  sure-footed  Dapple  I  have  a  shying  Pegasus ;  and 
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there  arc  im  rtd  ribbons  at  its  ears,  bnt  only  the 
frayed  ends  (if  tattered  fancies  ;  and  when  I  get  to 
the  fair,  the  fun  of  it  is  Hat  and  jarnd  to  me  now 
like  a  bell  that  has  cracked  in  a  fire. 

It  is  odd  too.  In  the  old  time,  when  I  made  a 
score  of  woolcarders  weep  like  children,  or  n  Imndful 
of  stonecutters  laugh  in  their  drv  dustv  throats 
nnder  tlint  canvas  roof  of  mine,  that  blew  with  the 
winds,  and  rockt'd  with  the  rains,  and  shone  yellow 
with  the  sunshine  ;  in  that  time  it  always  seemed  to 
me  that  tlio  Player  after  all  was  the  greatest  artist 
of  them  all,  since  turn  by  turn  he  was  a  breathing 
statue,  a  moving  picture,  a  poet  who  spake  aloud, 
and  a  musician  whose  svrinx  was  no  less  a  thing 
than  the  million-chorded  passions  of  mortals,  strung 
on  the  echoing  shell  of  human  sympathy.  So 
it  always  seemed  to  me  in  the  old  times. 

It  used  to  be  pleasure  enough  just  to  be  in 
the  snn  and  hear  the  cicale's  zig-zig.  and  watch 
the  big  black  fortuna  buzz  amongst  the  mainiolia 
flowers,  and  beckon  a  brown-faced  buxom  girl  up 
the  path  under  the  vines  with  her  arm  full  of  peaches 
and  her  lips  ready  for  kisses.  It  used  to  be  pleasure 
enough,  all  that  ;  but  now,  there  is  wit  enough  in 
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the  cities,  and  there  are  women,  haiulsoine  eiiouj^li 
and  ready  enou^di  with  their  hmjilitcr,  and  it  is  a 
gay,  nnul,  /estt'nl  HIV,  this  life  in  the  gas  gh\rf,  and 
tlie  nnisqut'ing,  bnt  still  there  is  not  much  flavour 
in  it.  Perhaps  it  is  because  I  have  wuii  ail  such 
graces  and  glories  as  there  are  to  win — graces  of  a 
string  i)f  glass  heads,  glories  of  a  truncheon  of  rushes. 

AN'cll.  say  T  am  gi'eat  in  my  fashion,  say  T  write 
what  I  please  and  I  say  what  I  please,  and  I  am 
tnie  to  the  duties  of  the  Pantomimi  and  the  Pasquin, 
whom  every  player  worth  his  salt  represents,  in 
thrashing  the  tyrants  with  my  scourge  of  asses'  tails, 
and  in  showing  the  gi'eat  world  its, ridicule  in  my 
triangular  fool's  miiTor.  Say  I  am  gi'eat,  so  far, — 
pretty  nmch  as  is  the  barber's  brass  basin  which 
reflects  its  audience  with  their  faces  so  lengthened 
or  widened,  that  they  perceive  for  the  first  time  all 
that  is  gi-otesque  in  their  features.  AVell,  the  brass 
basin  only  holds  soapsuds,  and  sometimes  I  think 
I  mvself  hold  nothing  better.  But  whether  I  am 
great  or  little  the  flavour  has  gone  out  of  my  life. 

That  is  thankless  enough.  Yes,  I  know.  They 
call  me  a  wit  and  a  poet,  they  call  me  Martial  and 
Plautus,  they  say  I  am  a  Boccaccio  in  motion,  and 
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an  Ariosto  in  niotKy.  AVcll,  it  is  h11  \er\  pretty,  if 
it  be  not  all  vorv  true  ;  an<l  they  know  that  »mce  dowii 
there  in  the  cheerless  spring*  of  Novara,  it  w«8  ni>t 
uilh  ii  sword  of  liith  that  my  blows  were  given  ; 
they  know  that  in  Pascarel  the  Player  there  is  also  a 
little — just  hy  that  sannp  praee,  a  little — of  Pnsciirel 
the  Patriot.  And  that  last  tith-  I  like  much  better 
tlian  the  old  one  my  forefathers  «nvnecl  of  pAscari-l 
the  Prince.  Put  still  the  thivour  is  gone  Bomehow. 
Now  and  then,  when  the  lads  are  aroinnl  me  ami 
we  go  by  nioonlij:iht  thri>uprh  the  streets,  and  some 
one  strikes  a  chord  from  his  nnuulolin  and  the  shrill 
fresh  voices  rise,  raising  the  echoes  from  palace  and 
prison,  the  old  spirit  conies  over  me,  and  I  drive 
them  with  words  of  fire,  and  I  make  them  lan^h. 
just  such  riotous,  endless,  ripplinj^  laughter  a.s  the 
torrent  laughs  in  the  sunshine,  sjiringing  from  vAone 
to  stone.  Then  1  am  the  Pascaril  that  the  i>o*>i>le 
knew,  who  was  gay  all  day  long  like  a  grillo.  Put 
it  will  not  last  now,  and  when  I  am  quite  alone  it 
seems  to  me  that  the  world  is  weary  as  it  seemed  to 
me  only  to-day  down  there  by  the  grey  Gr^ve 
water. 
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V  is  tin-  i(lK'  h(»iir,"  says  Varko,  the 
painter,  going  inttj  his  room,  whicli  is 
heavy  with  the  scent  from  great  sheaves 
of  nuighetti  that  fill  a  score  of  Montehipo  bowls 
and  Majolica  dishes.  "  Lie  here  a  little  while  and 
smoke,  and  Ninetta  will  bring  fruit  and  wine  ; 
meanwhile  do  you  look  at  my  winter's  work,  mjf 
Mona  Lisa.  " 

**  You  are  profane,"  I  ttll  him  ;  but  he  is  indif- 
ferent to  the  thunders  of  heaven  that  in  justice 
should  smite  him  fi>r  thus  taking  in  vain  the  name 
of  a  god.  He  pushes  me  gently  back  into  the  shadow 
and  then  goes  across  the  room  and  draws  back  the 
velvet  curtain  that  is  catching  the  full  light  on  it. 
As  the  purple  cloud  sinks  away,  the  light  sliines 
instead  on  a  picture  set  in  a  dark  frame  of  cinque- 
cento  eal•^•ing,  that  is  heightened  here  and  there 
with  a  gleam  of  smalto  in  heralds'  devices,  and  is 
surmounted  by  a  ducal  crown.  It  is  only  a 
woman's  portrait. 

Beliiud  her  there  is  a  scarlet  frame  of  oleander  ; 
she  leans  on  a  trecento  balcony ;  her  di-ess  is  of  a 
curious  dead  gold,  it  is  open  at  the  tliroat  and  breast, 
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and    agftinst  the  white  skin  n    knot  of  vcmiilion- 
colourcd  carnations  glow  ;  there  is  a  broken  hito  nt 
lier  I'tet ;  bhe  does  not  smile;  one  would  say  thrtt 
she   knows  why  the    cords    are  snapi>cd,  why    .... 
music  is  still. 

Eed  and  gold  !  h(»w  the  picture  hunj^  1  And  the 
woman's  face  is  beautiful  in  the  mid.st  of  all  the  fire; 
and  one  would  say  that  the  last  love-song  she  will  ever 
care  to  hear  has  been  sung  on  that  .shattered  lute. 

Somehow,  though  it  is  summer  with  her,  and 
girlhood  with  her,  and  those  oleanders  are  flowers  of 
Florence  ;  somehow  you  know  well  that  tliere  is  a 
gi'eat  silence  round  her,  a  silence  as  of  things  that 
are  dead. 

It  is  a  strange  picture. 

I  stand  before  it  blinded  and  confus^ed.     What  is 
is  it  I  see  ?     I  hardly  know.     In  impatience,  he 
asks  me  what  I  think ;  what  I  think  ? 
Who  knows  so  little  as  I  ? 

Rudely  I  tell  him  that  his  oleander  should  not 
beam  so  radiant-red  as  that,  Tiziano  always  painted 
his  summer  roses  in  dull  semitones  ;  Tiziano's — 
beside  his  woman's  cheeks — are  cool  and  paJe,  and 
have  no  flush  on  them.     So  I  sav  to  Vai-k6  :  and 
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all  tiio  wliile  my  eyes  giize  into  that  oleander  plory ; 
and  the  woman's  eyes  look  back  at  mine,  and  all 
manner  of  dead  dreams  raise  their  heads  like  little 
snakes  around  me. 

Vark6  is  speaking  to  rae,  that  I  know ;  but  the 
sense  of  what  he  is  saying  is  vague  and  impeiiect  to 
me.  Perhaps  he  is  telling  me  the  history  of  the 
portrait.  What  need  of  that  ? — there  is  the  broken 
lute. 

'*  And  her  name  '?"  1  ask  him  suddenl}-. 

My  heart  stands  still  as  it  were,  and  a  rush  of  heat 
and  life  seems  to  throb  through  those  Fates,  that 
have  been  so  heav\-  and  so  chill  on  it  so  long.  I 
ask  under  my  breath,  as  one  speaks  of  the  dead ;  I 
know  that  I  am  afraid  of  the  answer.  Afraid  as  I 
never  was  of  tliat  fieiy  sea  of  slaughter,  do^\Ti  there 
by  the  field  of  Novara. 

Varko  laughs  aloud  :  a  laugh  that  seems  to  me 
to  echo  jarringly  through  the  stillness  of  the  lily- 
scented  air. 

"  Have  you  heard  not  a  word  of  all  I  have  been 
saying  ?"  lie  cries  to  me.  "  It  is  scarcely  a  portrait : 
have  you  not  heard  me,  indeed  ?  And  yei  it  is  her- 
self, just  as    I    saw   her   in    the   last   summer   in 

Q  2 
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Florence  ;  I  changed  nothing.  Nay,  the  oleanders 
burned  as  red  as  that  behind  her  in  the  sunset.  I 
know  the  Titian  roses  are  all  pale  ;  but  btill,  I  Imve 
painted  as  I  saw.  It  always  seems  best  to  me  to  do 
so,  or  try  and  do  s(^  at  the  least.  All  that  red,  all 
that  gold,  they  would  kill  any  other  woman's  fiace, 
but  they  do  not  kill  hers.  It  is  an  old  Florentine 
dress  of  cloth  of  gold,  you  see.  She  was  ready  for 
a  costume  ball.  She  came  out  on  to  the  balcony — 
just  so, — the  sun  Avas  setting.  I  sketched  the  scene, 
and  showed  it  to  her  on  the  moirow.  So  the 
picture  gi-ew.  And,  now,  what  shall  I  call  it  ?  Not 
her  name,  she  will  not  have  it.  It  might  be  the 
*  tanta  rossa'  of  Dante :  or,  I  thought,  of  the  mistress 
of  Giorgione ;  she  might  have  looked  just  so  upon 
his  balcony  in  Venice :  and  the  lute  is  broken — 
there  will  be  no  more  music  in  her  life, — a  little 
space,  and  the  red  oleander  leaves  will  be  falling 
like  rain  upon  her  grave  and  his.  The  picture  would 
tell  all  that  Giorgione  story,  not  ill,  I  think.  You 
see,  under  that  lowest  blossom  to  the  left  I  have  put 
the  little  arrowy  head  of  an  asp  that  will  serve  for  the 
symbol  of  the  plague.  I  asked  her  once  if  I  might 
call  it  so,  and  she  said  :   *  As  vou  like  :  only  Gior- 
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gione's  mistress  wuuM  smile,  I  tliink ;  she  would 
know  that  (Icrtth  was  about  to  be  merciful  to  them 
both.  I*ut,  as  you  like/  she  said  ;  *  as  you  like.' 
So  I  can  call  it  so.  And  it  is  more  Venetian  than 
Florentine  in  colour  after  all.  llcr  name  '?  I 
wonder  that  yt)u  have  to  ask.  The  world  knows 
vou  both  so  well.  She  is  often  in  Florence,  but  she 
is  not  here  now.  She  is  the  daughter  of  a  great 
personage,  a  ver}-  great  jiersonage." 

Then  he  lets  the  purple  cloud  of  the  curtain  fall 
again  over  that  lire-glow  of  the  flowers,  a  little 
angered  with  the  doubt  that  Titian's  roses  being 
pale,  he  perchance  is  wrong.  But  I  stand  looking 
at  the  shadow  that  had  fallen  and  see  still  the 
oleander,  and  the  broken  lute,  and  the  eyes  of 
the  woman  which  have  no  smile  in  them  as  the  eyes 
of  Giorgione's  mistress  would  have  had. 

For  the  face  of  the  picture  is  to  me  as  the  face 
of  one  risen  from  the  dead. 

A  great  personage,  so  he  says,  leaning  there  with 
the  gold  tissues  falling  all  about  her  on  the  marble, 
and  the  Florentine  carnations  in  her  breast,  and  the 
gleam  of  jewels  on  her  tlu'oat  and  forehead,  and  at  her 
feet  the  lute,  whose  broken  chords  she,  with  all  her 
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greatness,  could  not  heal  again  so  that  they  would 
ever  breathe  forth  the  old,  sweet,  simple,  tender 
notes.  A  gi-eat  jjersonage :  yet  surely  also  the 
child  that  had  once  gone  with  me  through  the  lily- 
whitened  grasses  and  the  moonlightened  fields  of 
maize,  singing  as  the  birds  sang  and  careless  of  the 
morrow. 

I  feel  chilly  and  gi'own  old,  as  I  felt  by  the  side 
of  the  grey  Greve  water,  where  the  sun  had  Hashed 
amidst  the  canes.  For  there  is  no  ghost  whose 
breath  is  so  cold,  as  the  ghost  of  a  love  that  is  dead ; 
and  I  have  met  two  this  day,  this  April  day,  when 
the  soil  is  all  yellow    with  daffodils,  and  all  the 

earth  is  glad. 

Would  it  be  better  to  know  her  under  the  dusky 
marbles  of  some  aisle  of  gi'aves,  in  the  mouldering 
heart  of  some  world-forgotten  city,  or  to  find  her  great 
like  this,  with  jewels  in  her  breast,  and  that  strange 
hamited  look  in  her  eyes  ? 

The  lute  is  broken :  does  she  remember,  I 
wonder'? 

Has  she  forgotten  the  days  on  the  sunny  hillsides, 
by  the  shallow  brook  waters,  and  the  leaves  of  the 
vines,  and  beneath  the  murmuring  poplars '?     Has 
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she  forgotten  ?     Has  she  forgiven  ?     A\niat  can  it 
matter — anyway — if  she  be  great  like  this  ? 

She  must  be  dead  to  me,  you  know. 

And  that  living  death  is  worse  than  the  death  of 
the  grave,  they  say  ;  that  living  death  when  the  voice 
speaks  still  to  all  others,  and  only  is  silent  to  you. 
And  yet  the  world  is  full  of  these  things  !  One 
wonders  the  sun  still  drags  on  its  way  ;  one  wonders 
all  men  are  not  mad. 

The  seeding  grass  was  wet  with  torrents  of  blood 
down  there  on  the  March  day  of  Novara,  and  the 
cannon  balls,  as  they  swept  through  the  rising  corn, 
did  the  work  of  the  harvest  sickle.  How  came  Fate 
to  miss  me  amongst  the  slain?  I  wonder; — and 
grow  old. 

I  have  tried  to  love  other  women ;  I  have  told 
other  women  I  did  love  them  ;  but  I  do  not  think 
they  believed  me,  and  I  know  I  tlid  not  believe 
myself. 

And  now  that  I  have  seen  that  picture — yes,  that 

is,  of  com-se,  how  she  must  be  ;  a  great  lad}-,  with  a 

knot  of  diamonds  in  her  breast.     There  is  not  much 

left  in  her  of  the  bold,  shy,  pretty,  saucy  child  that 

I  walked  through  Verona  with,  that  night  of  the 
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Vegliono.     N(^thing  left  i»rt>l»al»ly,  not  evtu  j 
H  regret. 

A  flush  of  sUaiiU'  lit  most,  perhaps,  when  * 
brilliant  illustrissiina  remembers  how  she  roame<i 
the  fields  and  hills  \vith  a  troop  of  strolling  come- 
dijuis;  remembers  too,  mavbe,  now  and  then,  tliHt 
one  of  those  wandering  players  set  his  lips  to  her 
elieek  and  held  her  little  hand  in  liis  in  the  autumn 
hour,  when  the  wild  anemones  were  all  aglow 
beneath  the  brown  liadiii. 

Well,  no  one  will  ever  know  that  I  remember  it 
too.  She  last  and  least  o{  all  ;  if  ever  I  sh<"'''' 
meet  her. 

There  are  things  one  is  bound  to  forget,  or  • 
least,  that  bind  one  to  live  as  if  they  were  wholly 
forgotten. 

And  what  is  Oblivion  if  it  be  not  Age  ?  1  t<  -  1 
idd,  I  say,  as  I  felt  at  noon  where  the  little  red  roses 
nod  by  the  Grevc  stream. 
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'ni'  lire  sure  tJiere  is  never  a  scorpion?" 
says  Astra,  tlie  actress,  to  me  this  April 
(lay,  when  at  sunset  we  go  up  together 
to  the  great  open-air  theatre  that  draws  all  Florence 
to  it  on  summer  ni|^hts  whore  it  stands  under  the 
])ine  woods  on  the  hillside  beyond  the  Gate  of  the 
Cross. 

"  You  are  sure  there  is  never  a  scorpion  '?"  says 
Astra  to  me,  bathing  her  fair  face  in  the  lilies  and 
lying  breast  downward  in  the  grass  with  the  vine- 
shadows  jdaying,  as  if  in  love  with  her,  over  her  soft, 
indolent,  wanton  limbs. 

I  tell  her  no  ;  but  alas !  grow  the  lilies  ever  so 
richly  there  is  always  a  scorpion  somewhere  for  me. 

That  is  just  because  a  man  ever  desires  the 
thing  he  has  not,  you  see ;  most  sm'ely  desires  it 
of  all  when  that  thing  is  called  woman.  For  the 
lilies  are  yellow  as  soon  as  gathered,  but  the  scor- 
pion stings  on  and  on,  on  and  on. 

I  talked  with  a  scorpion  once  ;  an  old,  old  scor- 
pion, long  as  my  hand,  and  hoary  as  Esau  with 
length  of  years.  I  found  him,  and  made  his  ac- 
quaintance in  a  prison  in  Venice  long,  long  ago, 
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where  the  Stranieri  lodged  me  three  months  or  so 
fur  having  spoken  words  too  strong  and  too  sea- 
soned one  riotous  Carnival  time,  when  I  had  rolled 
my  first  little  Ai'te  mider  the  wings  of  the  Lion. 

The  old  scoqiion  never  hurt  me  but  would  lash 
his  tail  and  talk  by  the  hour  together.  He  had 
heard  the  sad  tale  of  the  wild  Lagoon  waters  and 
the  sigh  of  the  Gondolier's  Stali !  for  ages  and  ages 
and  ages  there  iii  his  sea-girt  chambei-s ;  since  first 
he  had  come  from  the  East,  no  bigger  then  than  a 
scarabeus,  hidden  m  a  fold  of  gold  tissue  that  one  of 
Dandolo's  men  had  brought  with  him  from  mighty 
Byzantium,  and  thrown  on  the  couch  of  his  mistress 
one  amorous  night  in  August.  The  scorpion  stung 
her  and  she  died — why  not  ?  there  is  always  a  sting 
in  all  love,  and  perhaps  the  quickest  death  to  it  is 
the  kindliest. 

He  had  seen  many  tilings  and  many  centuries 
this  old  wise  bearded  scorpion  of  Venice,  and  one 
day  when  he  sat  in  his  chiuk, — a  black  blot  in  a 
line  with  the  sun, — I  asked  him  to  tell  me,  since 
we  were  good  friends  together,  what  was  tlie  secret 
and  som'ce  of  that  mystical  power  for  which  my 
human  kind  was  wont  to    cm'se  him  and  his  ;  and 
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slay  tlicm  and  embaliu  tliem  in  oil  as  dead  Plm- 
rauhs  were  buried  in  perfume. 

The  old  scorpion  made  me  answer  ;  he  who  had 
lived  in  the  beautiful  wanton  breast  of  that  Venice, 
which  men  have  called  the  harlot  of  Italy ;  the  old 
scorpion  made  me  answer. 

"  What  do  we  slay  with  ?  And  what  is  the  death 
lu  our  sting '?  A  venom  that  is  as  that  fire  which  no 
water  quenches,  and  as  the  gi'ave-worm  that  no  feast 
of  flesh  can  slake?  What  is  that,  you  fool,  with 
which  we  arm  ourselves  and  strike  where  we  will 
and  never  fail  ?  Listen  here  then,  and  know  that 
this  for  which  you  all  cm'se  us  is  bom  of  yourselves, 
not  of  us.  For  in  the  beginning  of  time  Avhen  Death 
came  forth  from  the  gates  of  hell  on  the  bloodless 
wliite  horse  and  was  set  free  to  pace  to  and  fro  the 
world,  and  scatter  desolation  as  he  would,  Death 
scattering  himself  broadcast  in  many  shapes  and 
fashions.  Death  one  night  made  us  the  scorpions 
and  set  us  to  run  over  the  earth. 

"  The  fii'st  scorpion  was  only  a  harmless  big  beetle 
at  the  beginning,  ugly,  of  com'se,  but  quite  inno- 
cent, but  Death  took  it  up  and  steeped  it  in  two 
human  hearts  that  all  bleeding  and  smoking  lay  in 
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the  hollow  of  his  hand.  And  from  the  man's  heart 
the  first  scorpion  sucked  desu'e,  and  from  the 
woman's  heart  it  sucked  jeah)usy  ;  and  wlien  it  had 
sated  itself  of  these  to  the  fidl,  Death  set  it  down 
on  the  ground. 

"Now  be  fruitful  and  multiply,"  he  bade  it. 
"  And  do  your  work  on  the  human  race,  for  you 
have  a  venom  in  you  that  never  will  die  while  the 
world  rolls  on  round  the  sun." 

So  the  old  scorpion  talked,  blinking  at  the  light 
from  the  sea  walls  in  Venice. 

And  now, — bloom  the  blue  lilies  ever  so  brightly, 
there  is  always  a  scorpion  somewhere  for  me. 

For  Astra  and  Poj^pea  there  is  a  gi'eat  supper 
spread  this  April  night,  under  a  tent  at  midnight 
when  om*  pla}-  is  over.  They  have  acted  superbly, 
and  thev  have  had  all  the  glorv  theii'  souls  could 
desire,  and  they  laugh  a  gorge  deployee,  their  red 
lips  parting  over  theii'  snowy  teeth,  playing  with 
flowers  in  bands  of  jewels  that  some  of  the  nobles 
have  flung  to  them.  They  are  famous,  and  spoilt, 
and  capricious,  and  cruel  sometimes,  and  jealous 
always ;  and  lilce  children  m  their  miith,  as  all 
artists  are  all  the  world  over. 
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The  white  folds  of  the  tent  flutter,  the  torches 
flicker  in  their  brass  sconces,  the  young  actors  have 
dressed  the  canvas  with  boughs  and  pennons  and 
fluttering  scrolls  ;  where  the  curtains  open  there 
shines  the  white  radiance  of  magnolia  trees  that 
grow  just  there  on  the  hillside,  and  whose  closed 
cups  are  silver  in  the  moon. 

There  are  laughter  and  jesting,  and  such 
amorous  follies  as  women  like  Astra  and  Popj^ea 
await  whenever  their  eyes  may  beam  upon  the  sons 
of  men.  The}-^  lie  there  like  Tiziano's  women,  and 
their  jewels  gleam  and  their  pretty  hands  crush  the 
bursting  fruits ;  and  without,  down  the  hills,  the 
people  troop  away  shadowy,  cloud-hke,  singing  as 
they  go,  the  sweet  sounds  grow  fainter  and  fainter 
as  they  stream  farther  away  under  the  low  stone 
pines. 

.We  ourselves  go  down  the  hill  together  a  little 
later ;  it  is  the  fancy  of  Astra  and  Poppea  to  leave 
their  horses  champing  by  the  gates  and  use  their 
own  pretty  listless  lightsome  feet. 

Their  silken  skii-ts  shiver  over  the  grasses, 
sweeping  down  the  lihes  ;  the  young  men  go  before 
them  with  flute  and  mandoline  singing  the  Invita- 
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tion  of  Paesiello  ;  there  are  gleams  of  blue  where 
the  iris  are  growing,  the  air  is  full  of  magnoliii 
fragrance,  the  night  is  as  clear  as  the  day,  it  is  past 
one  of  the  clock,  Florence  sleeps  silvery  and  very 
still. 

A  shrouded  figure  passes  us  masked,  Astra  and 
Poppea  shrink  a  little  ;  it  looks  dismal  in  the  moon  ; 
they  take  it  for  some  brother  of  the  ^lisericordia. 
I  see  that  it  is  a  woman.  But  why  masked,  and  on 
the  hills  too  ?     It  is  not  even  Carnival. 

We  go  on  through  the  gates  into  the  silent 
city,  the  sleejiy  guards  let  us  through,  the  music 
and  the  singing  wake  all  the  echoes  as  we  pass 
along  the  dark  old  streets  and  under  the  Church  of 
the  Croce. 

The  lads  sing  more  sweetly  as  they  go  by  and 
their  voices  drop  to  a  tender  minor  key;  they  remem- 
ber that  Michelangelo  and  Leonardo  lie  there. 
Now  and  then  a  woman  di'ops  a  rose  to  us  from 
Iier  lattice  ;  now  and  then  a  lover  comes  out  from 
some  vaulted  doorwav,  looking  wai'ilv  to  see  if  anv 
talebearer  be  lurkmg  near  ;  now  and  then  a  stream 
of  light  falls  from  some  balcon}'  where  two  shadows 
lean  one  on  the  other. 
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So  we  go  on  through  the  silent  city,  on  into  the 
square  of  the  Signorin,  and  here,  late  though  it  is, 
there  are  men  grouped  together  in  little  knots, 
murmuring  eagerly,  with  their  cloaks  cast  about 
them  and  their  faces  flushed  and  dark. 

We  have  left  Astra  and  Poppea  at  their  palace ; 
the  youths  have  ceased  their  singing ;  we  pause  by 
the  Cathedral  and  look  up  ;  someone  has  set  against 
the  bronze  Judith  a  flag  of  three  colours ;  the  red 
in  it  glows  like  blood  in  the  silver  glistening  cool 
Florence  night. 

"  ^Vhat  is  it  ?"  we  ask ;  we  have  lost  our  memory 
up  there  on  the  hills  in  music,  and  have  forgotten 
for  the  moment  the  storm  that  hovers  northward 
where  the  city  of  Virgil  lies. 

"^^^lat  is  it?"  we  ask,  whilst  the  Judith  bends 
her  brows  against  the  moon. 

They  answer  us  in  one  word. 

"War." 
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AR  njiain  awnv  there  in  the  Nurtli 


I  am  tired  of  Astra  and  Poppea,  of  the  masquing 
and  the  folly,  of  the  paper  laurels  and  tlie  hobble 
of  lead,  of  the  showers  of  gold  and  the  laughter 
of  fools. 

I  come  upstairs  to  the  broad  tajiestried  chamber 
where  the  moonrays  lie  so  white  upon  the  marble 
floor,  and  I  go  to  an  old  chest  and  I  take  out  the 
t)ld  knapsack  and  the  old  musket  that  I  cairied 
years  ago  over  the  Lombard  fields. 

After  all,  they  ai'e  the  truest  friends  a  man  has ; 
after  all,  when  one  is  a  Florentine,  one  is  a  soldier 
before  one  is  anything  else. 

They  lie  there  in  the  moonlight,  old  battered 
moulded  war-worn  things  ;  on  the  barrel  of  the 
musket  there  is  red  rust,  it  was  a  fellow-student's 
life  blood  ;  I  never  had  the  heart  to  touch  it.  How 
shabby  and  broken  the  knapsack  is,  too  ;  it  was 
nearly  new  that  day  in  Pisa  when  I  saw  the  Zinzara 
and  her  people  troop  by  under  the  old  grey  walls, 
and  went    after  them  on  the  same    sea  road  and 
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caught  tlu'in  as   tlioy  tnivellcd   along   in  the  (lu«t, 
binging  and  eating  tlieir  cherries. 

There  are  the  cherry  stains  now  ou  the  leather, 
fur  she  woukl  fill  it  with  Iruit,  I  remember  ;  the 
stains  are  black,  —  a  dyuig  man  leaned  his  head 
on  it  amongst  the  crushed  grass  whilst  a  burning 
village  smoked  in  the  midst  <>f  the  millet  fields, 
as  Cai-lo  Alberto's  hopes  died  down  with  the  setting 


sun. 


I  sit  in  the  moonlight  with  the  old  pack  in  my 
liands  and  the  musket  at  my  feet,  thinking  of  all 
the  dead  yeais  that  seem  to  drift  by  me  one  by  one 
as  the  clouds  go  by  past  the  casement. 

Some  fiieuds  of  mine  break  into  the  room,  and 
find  me  there,  the  musket  at  my  feet. 

They  are  all  breathless  and  excited  talking  of 
the  news. 

"  You  are  not  going,  Pascarel?  "  they  cry  to  me. 

I  tell  them  yes. 

"  But  you  are  mad  !  "  they  say  in  choinis. 

I  shrug  my  shoulders.     It  is  very  possible. 

"  But,  with  your  fame  ?  "  they  cry. 

"  Oh,  altro  !  my  poor  paper  laurels — a  plaything 
for  a  Mardi  Gras — what  more  ?  " 

VOL.    HI.  I> 
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*'  But  you  will  be  ruined  !  "  the}'  urge. 

"  That  is  very  possible,  too." 

"But  just  when  you  are  great,"  they  cry;  "just 
when  the  world  catches  your  words  as  if  peai'ls  fell 
from  your  mouth — to  tlinist  that  all  away  into  a 
common  soldier's  knapsack — it  is  lunacy." 

"  That  is  as  it  may  be.  Italy  wants  Venice  and 
Verona." 

I  rub  the  old  cherry  stains  on  the  old  knap- 
sack, and  think  how  strange  it  is  that  all  we 
students  dreamed  of  in  the  gloom  of  Pisa, — and  were 
called  mad  and  worse  for  so  dreaming  of  as  we 
marched  twelve  abreast  by  night  through  the  sombre 
streets,  chanting  somiets  of  JNIanzoni, — should  now 
be  come  and  be  coming  to  pass  with  a  precision,  and 
romance,  that  together  make  it  like  the  work  of 
magic. 

They  stay  till  the  day  breaks  arguing  with  me — 
what  is  tlie  use  ?  The  old  musket  lying  there  on 
the  marble,  seems  to  suit  me  better  now  than  the 
painted  bladder  and  gilded  bells  of  the  pantomime. 
To  care  for  the  follies  of  the  carnival  fair,  one  must 
have  a  heart  as  light  as  the  bladder,  and  mii-th  that 
rings  like  the  bells. 
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Well,  1  had  these  longer  than  most  men. 
If  the  bladder  be  weighted  with  lead  and  the 
bells  are  jangled  and  out  of  tune  now,  at  least 
my  measure  lasted  longer  than  it  lasts  for  most 
men. 

At  length  my  friends  go  away ;  they  go  sorrow- 
ful, and  they  think  me  a  fool. 

The  chamber  is  black  and  grey  around  me. 
The  dsLwn  breaks,  but  breaks  slowly. 

I  felt  old  to-day  as  I  went  by  the  shallow  Greve 
water. 

I  felt  weary  as  Astra  laughed  amongst  the  lilies. 

How  still  it  is  ! — here, — high  amongst  the 
roofs. 

I  am  left  alone  in  the  chilly  light  of  the  dawn. 
The  shadows  are  black  on  the  marble  floor.  A 
mouse  creeps  up  and  smells  at  the  musket  where 
the  blood  of  the  dead  soldier  is  crusted  on  the  steel. 
The  knapsack  still  lies  on  my  knee.  I  think  of 
Pisa. 

How  prettily  and  innocently  jealous  she  was,  the 
donzella,  leaning  out  of  the  old  grated  window,  be- 
cause she  had  heard  how,  in  the  student  days,  the 
Zanzara  had  wound  a  red  ribbon  to  my  mandoline. 

B  2 
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Yet  I  remember  too,  how  as  we  went  uuderneath 
the  old  palaces,  and  sjioke  together  of  Margherita  of 
France,  she  marvelled  how  the  princess  could  wish 
to  wander  with  gipsies,  and  to  leave  all  the  pride 
and  the  pomp  of  her  royalty  for  mere  freedum  and 
mirth  and  the  fresh  air  of  heaven.  She  marvelled, 
yes,  though  she  had  wandered  with  the  Arte  and 
me.  She  would  not  have  been  happy  with  us  in 
other  years  ;  no  doubt  she  is  best  as  she  is. 

And  yet, — does  she  never,  I  wonder,  think  of  the 
hours  when  we  went  together  through  the  trailing 
vines  light  of  foot  as  of  heart  in  the  warmth  of  the 
sun? 

Oh,  those  old  fair  dead  days  !  they  were  so  glad 
and  so  innocent  and  so  smiple.  Why  cnuld  they 
not  last  for  ever  beneath  those  blue  Tuscan  skies  ? 

The  city  is  still  asleep. 

The  first  chimes  ring  mufiled  through  the  shadows 
of  night  that  still  lingers.  Good  women  will  rise 
from  their  beds  and  will  go  out  into  the  darkness 
of  the  churches,  and  vnl\  break  their  hearts  in 
prayer  over  the  sons  and  the  lovers  who  are  going 
out  to  war,  on  the  old  Lombard  battle-fields,  where 
the  maize  and  the  \'ine  are  green. 


THE   FIELD   OF  FLOWERS. 


245 


T  liave  no  one  to  praj-  for  mc. 

It  is  always  so,  when  one  has  loved    too   many. 
We  gather  the  roses  too  quickly,  and  the  wind  blows 
the  leaves  away  hither  and  thither,  and  our  hands 
are  left  empty. 

Well,  the  musket  lies  there  ;  and,  there  is  always 
Italy. 

If  the  lute  be  broken  and  the  fool's  bells  be 
jangled  it  is  time  to  die  as  my  fellow-students  died 
amongst  the  trampled  corn. 


CHAPTER  II. 

HER    STORY. 

alO    vou   know  Sta,  MaiLrhrtiila's  '?   the  littK 


pv^lj     brown  squiu'e  church  with  its  bell  clanging 


in  the  open  tower,  higli  almvi'  in  the  s>v»^et 
air  on  the  hills '? 

There  is  level  grass  all  about  it,  and  it  has  a  cool 
green  garden  shut  within  walls  on  every  siile  except 
where  a  long  parapet  of  red  dusky  tiles  leaves  open 
the  view  of  the  Yaldarno  ;  underneath  the  parapet 
there  are  other  terraces  of  deep  grass  and  old  old 
olive  trees,  in  whose  shade  the  orcliids  love  to  grow, 
and  the  blue  iris  springs  up  in  gi-eat  sheaves  of 
sword-lilce  leaves. 

There  are  trees  of  every  sort  in   the   cloistered 
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gtiriK'ii,  the  tui-f  is  rich  and  long,  the  flowers  are 
tended  with  the  tenderest  care,  the  little  sacristy 
glows  rod  in  the  sun,  an  acanthus  dinihs  against 
it ;  the  sacristan's  wife  conies  out  t<t  you  i)laiting  her 
straw  and  hrings  you  a  cluster  of  her  roses ;  you 
sit  on  the  stone  seat  and  lean  over  the  parapet 
and  look  downward,  birds  flit  about  you,  contadini 
go  along  the  grass  paths  underneath,  and  nod  to 
you,  smiling  ;  a  delicious  mingled  loveliness  of  olive 
wood  and  ilex  foliage  and  blossoming  vineyards 
shelve  beneath  you ;  j'ou  see  all  Florence  gleaming 
far  below  there  in  the  sun,  and  your  eyes  sweep  from 
the  snow  that  still  lies  on  Vallombrosa  to  the  blue 
shadows  of  the  Carrara  range. 

It  is  calm  and  golden  and  happy  here  at  Sta. 
^larghai'ita's,  high  on  the  fr-agrant  hill  air,  with  the 
gueldre  roses  nodding  above  head,  and  the  voices  of 
the  vinedressers  echoing  from  the  leaf- veiled  depths 
below. 

To  live  here  and  dream  the  years  away  and  only 
score  the  time  by  the  colour  of  the  vines,  it  would 
be  well,  I  think ;  very  well.  Only  for  such  a  life 
one  must  needs  be  so  happy.  Happy  as  one  is  for 
an  hour,  for  a  day,  for  a  mouth,  but  never  for  longer. 
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Happy  as  one  can  only  be  when  a  great  passion  is 
f;lose  about  us,  and  is  past,  and  present,  and 
future,  is  world,  and  sun,  and  God, 

Sometimes  I  come  up  here  for  quiet's  sake  and 
lean  my  arms  on  the  red  ledge,  and  wait  to  watch  the 
sun  sink  down  behind  the  deep  azure  of  Carrara  and 
change  the  broad  green  valley  to  a  sea  of  molten  gold. 

I  used  to  come  here  with  Pascarel — many  times, 
many  times. 

One  day  in  especial  I  remember.  The  wooden 
Arte  had  been  reared  in  the  village  yondei" ;  it  was 
a  giorno  di  festa  ;  it  was  in  the  April  time  ;  we  came 
up  along  the  narrow  road  between  the  high  walls, 
overtopped  with  china  roses  and  hawthorn  ;  we 
came  into  the  garden  by  the  chm*ch  and  sat  down, 
he  on  the  parapet,  I  on  the  little  stone  bench  in  the 
corner  under  the  aloe. 

Mass  was  over  ;  in  the  sacristan's  house  they  were 
going  to  the  mid-day  meal ;  they  brought  food  out  to 
us  and  would  take  no  denial.  AVe  shared  the  simple 
feast  of  soup  and  bread  and  salad,  there  amongst  the 
green  leaves  and  the  flowers  ;  we  paid  them  for  it 
with  the  mandoline  and  many  songs  of  Florence. 

We  stayed  there  all  the  afternoon  till  the  sun  set, 
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and  we  heard  tlie  Ave  Alalia  ringing  from  all  the 
belfries  in  the  valley  as  we  strolled  backward  along 
the  gi'ass  paths  of  the  hills  ;  he  gathered  the  dainty- 
orchids  for  me  under  the  olive  trees  ;  we  laughed 
and  jested  and  made  music  as  we  went. 

To-day  the  same  scene  lies  before  me  in  the  sun; 
the  old  bell  in  the  little  square  tower  strikes  the 
quarters  with  the  same  sound  ;  the  garden  and  the 
church  are  nowise  changed ;  the  sacristan's  wife 
comes  out  smiling,  plaiting  her  straw,  and  holding 
to  me  a  little  knot  of  flowers  ;  she  calls  me  the  most 
illustrious,  she  gazes  with  gentle  awe  at  the  jewels  on 
my  hands  ;  she  does  not  look  aged  and  her  husband 
is  stooping  over  the  dark  moist  fresh-turned  earth 
binding  carnations  just  as  we  left  him  on  that  day. 

It  is  just  the  same,  just  the  same,  only  the  music 
is  silent. 

Only ! 

I  lean  on  the  red  edge  of  the  wall  and  look  down; 
two  contadini  go  by  under  those  old  gnarled  olives  ; 
they  are  young ;  he  laughs  and  her  cheeks  grow  red. 
I  woidd  give  the  world  to  be  the  girl,  bareheaded 
there  in  the  smi,  poor,  plaiting  her  straw  as  she 
goes  along  over  the  grass-grown  furrows. 
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For  the  music  is  not  silent  for  her.  It  may  only 
indeed  he  a  homely  little  pastonil  song,  only  a  }>ea- 
sant's  stornello,  rli3'med  to  the  hum  of  the  spinning 
wheel  and  the  hleat  of  the  goats  in  the  meadow.  But 
it  is  the  song  that  makes  blythe  her  heart  in  the 
ragged  boddice  and  light  her  feet  m  the  ox-ploughed 
ways.  It  is  perfect  to  her,  and  lips  that  are  eager 
and  tender  munnur  it  low  in  her  ear  ;  she  is  blessed 
amongst  women,  I  say.  But  to  me  the  green  earth 
silent. 

Varko,  the  painter,  made  my  portrait  the  other 
da3\  I  stood  in  the  sunset  one  night  in  a  court- 
dress  that  pleased  him.  He  brought  me  an  old 
trecentisto  lute  and  asked  me  to  sing  him  some  Flo- 
rence song  as  h(?  worked.  As  I  stretched  out  my 
hand  the  lute  fell  and  broke  m  two  on  the  marble 
floor.  "Paint  it  so,"  I  said  to  him;  he  did  not 
know  why,  but  so  it  seemed  fittest  to  me. 

And  the  lute  is  there  on  the  lucture,  broken — 
beyond  the  cunning  of  men  to  mend.  He  calls  the 
painting  Giorgioue's  Mistress.  It  seems  an  ill- 
chosen  name  to  me.  For  she  must  have  been 
happy  always ;  all  that  glad  life  in  A'enice  that  was 
one  long  golden  flower-crowned  masque,  and  then 
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the  short  sharp  death  that  did  not  tlivide  them  but 
wedded  them  closely  for  all  time,  together  forever  in 
the  quiet  of  the  grave  and  in  the  memory  of  the 
world. 

It  is  so  few  years,  and  yet  it  seems  so  many  ages 
since  the  white  roses  came  to  me  in  farewell. 

There  followed  on  that  time  a  space  of  absolute 
unconsciousness.     It  is  all  blank,  all  dark  to  me. 

When  I  awoke  again  there  were  no  more  around 
me  the  bare  Florentine  walls,  the  aromatic  pun- 
gent Florentine  odom's,  the  gay  vibrating  Florentine 
street  chatter.  I  saw  no  more  the  old  carved 
window  and  the  Httle  brown  figure  of  the  stocking 
mender  with  the  sun  on  her  silver  earrings  and  the 
silken  hose  at  her  feet. 

It  had  all  faded  away  as  though  it  had  never  been. 

I  awoke  with  gold  and  silver  and  fine  linen  and 
rosy  hues  about  me ;  I  awoke  with  great  wide 
windows  before  me,  through  which  there  gleamed 
gilded  rails  and  chesnut  trees  in  blossom,  and  a 
light  vivacious  crowd  of  children,  running  hither 
and  thither  with  lilac  in  their  hands ;  I  awoke  with 
Florio's  whispers  in  my  ears. 

''  Oh,  carina  mia,  you  will  live  ?  you  will  live  ? 
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Only  see,  this  is  Paris  and  we  are  so  rich,  so  rich. 
If  the  donzella  like  to  eat  gold  she  can  have  it  as 
easily  as  grapes  in  vintage  time  !  Oh,  carina  mia, 
you  will  live,  3'ou  will  try  a  little  to  live,  will  you 
not?" 

I  looked  at  him  stui)i(lly,  pushing  the  curls  from 
my  aching  forehead  ;  live  ?  why  sluiuld  I  live  ?  the 
blue  lilies  were  all  dead  in  Tuscany. 

One  day  they  set  before  me  gi'eat  cases  of  sap- 
phires and  diamonds  and  other  precious  stones. 
They  were  heirlooms,  they  said. 

"  You  are  too  yomig  for  them,"  said  my  father, 
"but  they  will  become  you,  as  those  old  yellow  iuid 
purple  velvets  used  to  do  in  old  Verona.  ]\Iake 
yourself  yoiu*  handsomest  to-night,  the  world  will 
see  you." 

I  had  no  choice  but  to  obey. 

The  world  saw  me  and  made  itself  a  fool  for  me  : 
the  gi*eat  dazzling  lawless  world  of  Ptms.  I  stretched 
my  hands  to  it  thankfully,  it  gave  me  a  feverish  for- 
getfuhiess  ;  anytliing  was  better  than  to  sit  and  see 
the  chesnuts  bud  in  the  cool  sunlight  and  to  go  mad 
with  longing  for  the  deep  vine  shadows  and  the 
sweet  mountain  stillness  of  mv  Tuscanv.    .Vnvthing 


THE  FIELD  OF  FLOWERS.  2.-3 


was  better  than  to  stare  till  one  was  blind  at  the 
cruel  glare  on  the  shadeless  pavements,  and  grow 
sick  with  longing  for  the  mere  smell  of  the  oak  wood 
fires  in  the  Florence  streets. 

One  day  I  saw  an  iiis  behind  a  gilded  garden-pale  ; 
an  iris  as  blue  as  my  lost  heavens — the  iris  of 
Dante  that  blooms  in  millions  down  the  olive  slopes 
and  amongst  the  maize  in  Tuscany  with  the  first 
wakenmg  of  the  spring-time  sun. 

I  thought  that  Dante  in  his  hell  had  missed 
the  sharpest  torture  of  it  all.  Why  did  he 
not  set  a  little  Italian  meadow  lily  to  grow  in  the 
darkness  of  Caina  and  Ptolomea  and  smile  with  its 
azure  eyes  at  the  despair  of  those  for  whom  the 
sun  of  Italy  had  forever  ceased  to  shine  ? 

Am  I  not  mad  ?  as  mad  as  dead  'Dino's  Pazza, 
calling  on  the  waters  to  give  up  her  lover  by 
sad  Ferrara  ?  I  call  on  the  dead  days,  and  they 
are  drowned  and  mute  like  'Dino. 

My  father  is  good  to  me,  in  his  cold  idle  manner. 
He  is  proud  because  the  world  calls  me  so  hand- 
some, and  he  fills  my  hands  with  riches  ;  I  spend  in 
a  day  when  I  like  what  would  make  this  little  paese 
on  the  hills  here  a  fairyland  for  all  its  people.    Men 
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love  me — or  vow  tliey  do, — and  I  play  with  them, 
and  they  say  I  have  no  heart.  Women  envy  me  as 
I  j)ass  by,  and  hate  me  witli  tliat  hate  wliich  is  a 
woman's  cross  of  honour.  What  more  can  anj* 
female  creature  want  ? 

And  jet  you  see  one  is  so  tliankless.  I,  who 
dreamed  ceaselessly  of  all  this  greatness,  and 
thirsted  for  it  lying  wide-awake  on  my  truckle 
bed,  and  watching  the  moon  rise  over  the  Scala's 
palaces,  and  light  the  painted  loves  of  Orpheus 
on  the  vault  above,  I  often  shake  the  jewels 
off  my  aching  head  and  fling  myself  down  weeping 
as  'Dino's  Pazza  weeps  beside  the  riverside,  for  the 
time  when  the  wild  poppies  were  twisted  in  my  wind- 
blown curls  by  the  hands  of  Pascarel. 

Manv  have  asked  me  in  marriaire.  ^Iv  father 
looks  at  me  with  a  cm'ious  look  often  and  savs, 
"  Gather  3'om'  roses  while  j'ou  may — that  is  somid 
counsel,  though  a  poet's." 

But  how  shall  I  gather  them  ?  I  ?  who  only  hold 
a  dead  rose  to  my  heart  that  no  one  sees,  as  old 
Giiidetta  held  hers  fifty  long  years  in  silence  and  in 
faith. 

I  have  no  faith ;  if  I  had  had  faith,  never  had  I  let 
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so  poor  aucl  vile  a  tiling  as  his  dead  amorous  fully 
stand  betwixt  me  and  my  belief  in  him.  All  that  I 
know  ;  too  late,  too  late. 

But  so  mucli  faith  as  tliis  I  have.  He  kissed  me 
there,  on  the  dark  hillside  on  the  night  of  the  saints 
under  Fiesole.  No  other  shall  ever  touch  me  ;  so 
much  faith  as  this  I  have. 

A  Monian  who  carries  lips  un-virgin  to  her  hus- 
band, what  better  is  she  than  the  adulteress  ? 

So  I  think  at  least ;  old  Mariuccia  would  say  so  if 
I  could  rouse  her  fi'om  her  hard- won  rest  away  there 
where  the  alpine  storm-winds  lash  the  sullen  sea- 
green  of  the  Adige  into  foam. 

There  is  one  who  torments  me  more  than  all 
others  to  be  faithless  to  this  single  poor  shred  of 
limnan  fealty  that  I  treasm'e. 

I  have  seen  him  but  latel}',  since  we  came  hither, 
back  into  this  dear  Tuscan  land ;  it  is  he  who 
in  the  old  villa  above  Lucca  begged  me  to  sing  to 
the  mandoline  with  so  insolent  an  eagerness  in  his 
bold  eyes. 

He  is  my  father's  cousin  and  heii' ;  the  likeness 
in  him  that  I  saw  that  night  was  no  chance  re- 
semblance.     At  times   I  wonder  if  he   recognizes 
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in  me  the  child  that  leaned  against  the  screen 
in  the  great  hall  with  her  strange  masquerade 
dress  of  violet  and  gold  :  I  cannot  tell.  He  never 
talks  of  it ;  he  is  a  man  full  of  grace  and  courtli- 
ness, and  to  all  people  my  father  speaks  of  me  as 
having  been  reared  in  a  convent  of  Northern  Italy. 
No  one  doubts:  wliy  should  they?  Oidy  some- 
times I  think  my  cousin  doubts  ;  sometimes  I  think 
he  knows  full  well  that  I  was  once  the  little  wander- 
ing Uccello  of  the  Arte. 

He  loves  me,  or  pursues  me  at  the  least  with  a 
strong  ardour  and  with  delicate  wiles  and  wavs.  Mv 
father  favom's  his  suit,  so  far  at  least  as  he  ever 
rouses  himself  from  his  voluptuous  apathy  to  urge 
upon  me  anything.  The  man  is  sole  heir  to  all 
his  late-come  gi*eatness  and  he  would  be  glad  that  I 
should  bear  the  mightv  name  and  wear  the  honour 
of  it  always. 

So  they  talk ;  so  they  talk  ;  and  my  cousin  woos 
me  as  only  men  skilled  in  the  world  as  he  is  can  ; 
he  has  ni}-  father's  beauty  and  my  father's  gi*ace  and 
ease ;  but  I — whilst  his  words  are  most  eloquent 
upon  my  ear,  all  I  can  hear  is  one  voice  murmuring 
in  its  sweet  sonorous  Tuscan,  **  Oh,  gioja  mia  !"  in 
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the  dreamy  lustrous  iiiicliiiglit  when  the  falling  stars 
dropped  over  wliite  Fiesole. 

For  how  can  I  forget?  how  shall  J  ever  forget 
till  I  am  dc-ad  ? 

^V^lat  woman  forgets  the  first  kisses  that  have 
hurnod  on  her  cheek  and  throat,  imless  she  gi'ow 
light  enough  and  f(jul  enough  to  lend  her  lips  to 
fresh  caresses  ?  .Vnd  that  I  am  not ; — nay,  thank 
God ; — so  much  of  womanhood  there  is  in  me, 
though  in  so  much  else,  I,  the  gi'eat  lord's 
daughter  and  the  great  world's  darling,  am  so 
far  sunk  beneath  the  little  simple  waj-Avard,  fear- 
innocent  less,  Uccello. 

Yet  there  must  be  something  more,  for  in  the 
world  there  where  they  sing  my  praises,  they  always 
say  "  a  beautiful  thing — but  wild — and  with  an  un- 
tamed look  ;"  and  when  I  shake  off  my  rich  velvets 
nnd  my  priceless  laces  at  the  end  of  the  long  nights 
of  pleasm-e,  I  shiver  a  little,  and  in  my  soul  long  for 
the  old  simple  dusty  skirts  stained  wdth  the  juice  of 
the  trodden  gTapes,  and  the  play  of  the  bleating 
kids  and  the  dew  of  the  wind-blown  acacias  where 
I  ran  bareheaded  and  happy  in  the  smnmer  sun  in 
the  wake  of  the  wandering  Arte. 
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For  T  nm  so  yonncj  still,  and  yet  I  fed  so  old  ; 
niid  idl  that  one  sweet  buried  suininer  time  has  all 
my  dead  youtli  with  it  in  its  gi*ave  of  witliered  rose 
leaves. 

"  AVhat  would  Mariuccia  say  if  she  came  before  us 
now  !"  cries  good,  merry,  blissful  Florio,  a  thousand 
times  if  once  :  ah,  yes !  I  have  all  tlie  gi'eatness 
and  the  glories  that  I  sighed  my  soul  out  for  in  my 
ungrateful  babyhood,  sitting  at  her  feet  under  the 
broken  Donatello.  And  what  good  is  it  to  me? 
so  little  good  that  when  I  see  a  little  white  anemule 
shine  under  those  olive  trees  my  heart  is  sick  with 
longing  and  I  am  wearv  unto  death. 

Is  it  three  years  ?  only  three  years  ?  It  seems 
eternity  since  there,  bv  the  Mouth  of  the  Lion,  the 
crowd  of  Oltrarno  bore  him  away  on  the  wild  re- 
joicing night? 

Men  talk  of  him ;  I  hear  his  name  and  see  it  on 
the  walls  of  cities. 

"  A  great  genius,"  they  say,  "  fitful  and  never 
to  be  conti'olled,  but  of  ^\-it  keen  as  the  needle's 
edge,  and  of  powers  varied  as  the  sunset's  hues." 
The  fame  of  him  has  leapt  into  sudden  light  before 
the   world ;    **  a  player's  fame ! "    says  my  cousin 
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with  ji  sneer,  "  ii  player's  lUme !  u  mushroom's 
fimgiis  gi-owth  that  will  die  down  with  the  first  day 
of  rain !  " 

Does  he  remember, — ni}'  consul  ?  When  he  says 
these  things,  I  think  so. 

Can  I  be  glad  that  he  has  those  paper  laurels,  as 
he  used  to  call  them  ? 

No,  forai-t  is  a  rival  longer  lived  than  any  woman. 
Ah,  dear  heaven !  I  should  have  known  that  a 
woman's  love  is  woi-th  nothing  unless  it  be  doglike  and 
takes  good  and  evil  alike  uncomplaining  ?  Yes,  per- 
haps ;  but  as  it  is  my  heart  burns  with  love  still. 

Last  night,  only  last  night,  I  was  weak  enough  to 
^\•ish  to  see  his  face  again  there  on  the  hillside 
where  the  great  open-air  theatre  stands,  and  I  left 
my  horses  at  the  base  of  the  slope,  and  put  my 
mask  and  domino  on,  and  Avent  upward  on  foot 
where  the  red  and  wliite  flag  fluttered  high  above 
the  oak  w^oods. 

How  still  the  night  was ;  and  the  gTeat  golden 
moon  hung  in  the  silvery  aii",  and  the  white  mag- 
nolias gleamed  like  lamps,  and  a  cloud  of  rosy 
oleander    leaves   was   blown   in    my   face    by   the 

wind. 

s  2 
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Do  3'ou  know  what  the  niglit  is  m  Italy?  No? 
Then  you  do  not  know  how  near  heaven  your  eailh 
can  be. 

It  is  a  great  phice  \\'itliout  a  roof,  a  summer 
theatre  for  the  people.  The  grass  grows  up  to  the 
walls  and  the  oak  woods  are  all  above.  It  was 
quite  quiet ;  there  was  a  sound  of  dreamlike  music 
sighing  everj^vhere  upon  the  silent  and  leafy  sides 
of  the  hills. 

There  were  many  doors  all  open  to  the  air.  In 
one  a  group  of  pifferari  leaned  ;  next  to  them  was 
a  peasant  gii'l  with  a  bulrush  in  her  hand  ;  next 
her  again  a  Avoman  who  rested  her  basket  of  melons 
on  a  rail  and  held  a  child  to  her  bare  breast. 

Behind,  the  little  wandering  pifferari  strayed  near 
the  entrance  without  papng,  their  eyes  aglow  under 
their  tangled  hair ;  the  metal  workers  and  perfume 
pressers  and  mosaic  makers  from  the  town  leant 
together  with  bended  brows;  the  noble  stooped 
his  delicate  dark  head  to  hearken  vet  more  surelv : 
the  prond  duchess  at  his  side  beat  the  measiu'e 
softly  with  her  broad  black  fan ;  so  they  listened, 
the  Tuscan  people,  with  the  shadow  of  the  gi-eat 
roofless  walls  around  them  and  above  their  heads 
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tl]3  blue  n  gilt,  skies.  And  the  genius  of  what 
tliey  had  heard  had  entered  into  them,  and  the 
sweet  sounds  of  it  were  sighing  in  echo  from  all 
theu*  mouths,  and  they  laughed  aloud  in  pleasure, 
while  their  eyes  kindled  and  Hashed  through  the 
shadow,  and  a  gi-eat  shout  went  up  from  three 
thousand  voices  to  the  quiet  stars  where  the  clouds 
were  floating. 

They  all  cried  one  name  ; — "  Pascarel ! " 

I  glided  in  and  stood  in  the  press  between 
a  cobbler  in  his  leathern  apron  who  had  brought 
a  shoe  to  sew  there  and  a  contadino  with  his 
brown  cloak  tossed  over  one  shoulder  and  behind 
his  ear  a  knot  of  asjihodels. 

The  light  and  shadows  played  about  them;  the 
oil  flames  burned  clear,  the  smell  of  the  fresh  herbs 
and  grass  drifted  from  the  hills  without;  above 
head  were  the  pui'ple  clouds  with  the  moon  a  globe 
of  gold,  and  a  great  dusky  hawk  winging  his  slow 
Avay  across  the  face  of  the  sky. 

Ah,  God  !  the  familiar  sweetness  of  it  all !  I  lost 
all  sense  of  time  and  place.  I  w^as  once  more  the  little 
wandering  Uccello  of  the  Arte,  hajDpy  because  the 
breeze   blew,  happy  because    the  sun  would  rise. 
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happy  for  eveiy  trifle  of  the  day  and  night,  happy 
as  the  flowers  in  the  liehls. 

The  people  made  a  little  way  for  me  and  I  sank 
on  the  seat  that  the  old  cohhler  rose  to  surrender 
to  me.  They  looked  but  little  at  me,  the}'  were 
absorbed  in  what  they  had  heard,  and  a  woman 
masked  is  not  so  strange  in  Italy  as  elsewhere.  I 
sat  quite  still. 

The  great  circle  went  romid  and  round  before  my 
sight,  the  lights  wavered  in  the  dusky  shadows  of  it, 
the  music  sounded  like  the  swell  of  some  far-off  sea. 

"Whether  it  were  harmony  or  discord  I  had  no 
perception,  nor  how  long  it  lasted  after  my  entrance 
there  I  cannot  tell. 

I  could  feel  the  wind  bloAvinc  in  my  eyes,  I  could 
see  the  hawk  hoyering  aboye  with  outstretched 
wings,  I  could  smell  the  sweet  familiar  scents  of  the 
wild  hillside  ;  that  was  all. 

My  consciousness  was  with  the  old  dead  days. 

The  silence  around  me  was  broken  by  tumidtuous 
shouts ;  the  music  had  ceased,  the  people  were 
sending  the  thunder  of  their  applause  up  to  the 
quiet  darkness  where  the  stars  were ;  the  hawk  had 
soared  away. 


THE  FIELD  OF  FLOWERS.  263 

It  was  all  vague  and  full  of  fuiy,  like  a  storm,  to 
me  ;  the  waves  of  sound  beat  on  my  ears  but  I  did 
not  Lear  them. 

Then — lightly  as  a  leopard  in  its  own  deserts, 
Pascarel  leaped  on  the  stage  Avith  a  bound,  and 
thunders  of  homage  echoed  through  the  house,  and 
his  e3'es  flashed  over  the  sea  of  faces  and  the  clear 
resonant  vibrations  of  his  voice  thi'illed  through  the 
murmuring  welcome  of  the  hushing  house. 

And  so  I  saw  and  heard  him — I — once  more  ;  I 
who  had  felt  his  kisses  there  on  the  far  hillside 
beneath  Fiesole  that  unforgotten  night  before  the 
Feast-day  of  the  Dead. 

And  yet  I  sat  quite  quiet,  and  only  drew  a  little 
into  shadow  where  the  gashght  would  not  find  my 
diamonds.  Women  are  liars,  say  you  ?  Well,  they 
need  be. 

There  was  silence,  tumult,  silence,  tumult  again  ; 
then  the  people  streamed  away  out  into  the  moon- 
light. 

I  was  left  all  alone.  I  could  hear  them  going 
down  the  hills  playing  on  their  mandolines.  The 
lights  were  blown  out.  There  was  only  the  white 
light  of  the  full  moon. 
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Near  at  hand  there  was  laughter  and  sinsinsf. 
The  J  sounded  strangel}',  waking  all  the  echoes  in 
the  great  silent  amphitheatre.  Mj-  life  thrilled 
with  sharp  sickly  pain,  as  though  a  snake  had 
bitten  me. 

I  heard  the  clear  vibration  of  the  laugh  of  Pascai'el,. 
that  Italian  laugh,  like  the  ring  of  silver  upon  stone, 
which  is  like  no  other  upon  earth.  The  light 
merriment  of  women  crossed  it,  and  a  bm-den  of  a 
love  song  followed. 

I  rose  to  my  feet,  and  felt  my  way  blindly  tlu-ough. 
the  rows  of  seats  to  the  open  doorway,  round  wliich 
the  coils  of  wild  vine  were  blowing  in  the  wind  from 
the  mountains. 

He  was  standmg  on  the  hillside ;  his  lips  laughed, 
the  moonlight  fell  about  hmi  ;  his  mandoline  was 
slung  Avith  a  scarlet  ribbon;  against  him  leaned 
a  beautiful  wanton  thing  with  laces  trailin^^  m 
the  damp  grass,  and  a  white  hand  that  stretched 
over  his  shoulder  and  touched  the  strings  of  the 
lute. 

I  knew  her  face  ;  she  came  of  Venice  ;  they  called 
her  in  her  world  Poppea. 

I  went  by  them,  noiseless  and  shapeless,  a  dark 
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shadow  against  the  white  magnolia  blossoms.  He 
started,  and  a  felse  note  shivered  sadly  from  the 
mandoline. 

This  was  how  he  remembered  !  Ah,  God  !  what 
is  it  that  stays  with  me  still  ? — it  cannot  be  love — 
for  very  shame's  sake  it  must  now  be  hate  ? 

And  yet, — and  yet, — I  env}'  that  peasant  gu'l  who 
goes  3-onder  tlu'ough  the  olives  with  her  lover's 
hand  in  hers  ! 


CHAPTER  III. 


THE    OLD    SEA    QUEEN. 


T  is  not  an  army  that  goes  out  to  ^val•, 


It  is 


a  whole  people  that  rises  in  anns.  My  birth 
country  alone  sends  out  many  thousand 
Tuscans  ;  all  made  of  the  same  steel  as.  those  who, 
in  the  old  day  held  their  villa  on  the  jNIm-ello  slopes 
thei'e,  against  all  assaults  from  the  stoutest  chivaliy 
of  England  and  of  Germany. 

I  come  down  to  Genoa  in  the  fresh  ^lav  davs : 
along  this  beautiful  sea  road  tliat  my  knapsack  and 
I  travelled  so  long  long  ago  with  the  Erench  come- 
dians, eating  tlieii*  cherries  and  singing  their 
songs,  with  the  blue  sky  overhead  and  the  blue 
sea  at  their  feet. 
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I  remember  how  we  came  into  Genoa  then — 
they  and  I — in  the  glad  Easter  weatlicr,  with 
the  white  dust  on  our  feet  and  the  ready  jest 
on  our  mouths.  Genoa  was  in  festa  that  day ; 
and  all  the  ladder-like  streets  were  ablaze  with 
Hags,  and  all  the  many-coloured  flints  of  the  old  sea 
palaces  glowed  in  the  fervid  noon  heats  from  the 
sapphii'e  water.  And  we  ate  fruits  in  the  quaint 
old  galleries  along  the  sea  Ihie  ;  and  laughed  and 
chattered  down  the  steep  ways  where  the  Doiia  and 
theii-  fellows  fought  so  often,  knee  to  knee  and 
knife  to  knife  ;  and  then,  at  nightfall,  we  played  to 
a  thousand  odd  sailors  and  traders  of  every  clime 
from  off  the  vessels  in  its  liarbom-,  and  the  theatre 
over  and  done  with,  we  strayed  out  into  the 
moonlight  along  the  sea  again,  slaking  our 
throats  with  pomegranates,  and  Avaking  the  echoes 
of  the  palaces  of  the  old  Sea  Queen  with  the 
tluill  of  the  mandoline  until  the  dawn  broke 
away    there   across    the   waves   where   Africa   was 

lying- 

Ah,  Dio  mio ! — those  were  goodly  days,  and 
gracious  in  theii*  folly,  and  sweet  in  the  mouth  as 
the  red  water  melon,  if  also  as  swift  to  melt  aw^iy 
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and  leave  no  taste,  and   as  little  fit  for  life's  real 
sustenance. 

And  here  is  Genoa  again  in  the  May  time,  and 
this  time  its  music  is  of  drums  and  bugles,  and  the 
roll  of  cannon  and  the  tramp  of  soldiers ;  this  May 
time  its  waters  and  skies  and  air  are  prey,  and  full 
of  storm  ;  the  rain  falls,  the  shadows  of  tin*  hills 
close  darkly  round  ;  the  oh\  palaces  lean  together, 
and  the  streets  are  dark  as  night ;  there  are  only  the 
t^olden  oranges  and  the  tricoloured  hainiers  that 
have  colour  in  them,  and  laugh  a  little  through  the 
gloom. 

The  city  seems  to  tremble  where  she  sits  by  the 
sea,  that  she  wrested  in  the  old  old  days  from 
bereaved  Pisa. 

Through  her  streets  and  down  her  mighty  quays 
there  tramp,  all  day  long,  thousands  and  tens  of 
thousands  of  tired  feet — all  Italy  and  half  France 
are  here. 

Through  the  mists  that  hang  on  high,  over  the 
olive  woods,  there  come  half  muffled  cheers. 
Though  the  rain  falls  the  bouquets  fall  too ;  fall  in 
showers  on  the  shining  lines  of  bayonets  from  the 
balconies  above.     Through  the  white  vapoiu'  from 
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the  McditPiTniiean  the  sounds  of  the  salutes  from  the 
frigates  roll  heavily  ami  echo  down  the  mole.  The 
old  archways  and  the  dim  cavernous  galleries  along 
the  sea  line  are  all  full  of  the  troops,  that  pause 
there  in  a  little  hrcathing  space  to  taste  the  wine 
and  press  the  fruits  into  their  hurning  throats. 
Tiittle  children  glow  here  and  there  out  of  the  fog 
like  little  knots  of  flowers  ;  the  smallest  of  them 
have  the  three  colom-s  somewhere  on  their  dress, 
and  their  small  shrill  voices  are  idl  crying  vivas 
for  the  King  and  Italy. 

Genoa  is  for  the  moment  the  mouthpiece  of  the 
whole  roused  nation. 

The  rain  falls — falls  all  day  long ;  and  at  night 
dims  the  cressets  jmd  clusters  of  lights  tliat 
glitter  down  the  teiTaces  in  the  old  palaces,  and 
puts  out  the  broad  flame  of  torches  that  glow 
<lown  the  terraces  and  flare  on  the  sculptured 
fronts  and  the  vai'icoloui-ed  carvings  in  all  the 
sloping  streets.  The  rain  falls  as  though  the  sky 
were  sold  to  Austria.  But  for  once  it  cannot  drive 
the  people  in ;  for  once,  though  the  flags  droop,  the 
hearts  do  not :  for  once  the  eager  steps  race,  and 
the  loud   linzzas  rise,  and  the  millions    of  flowers 
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are  thrown  through  the  grey  sad  mist  as  tlirough  thi- 
h>st  gold  of  the  sunshine. 

The  ch)uds  may  gather  and  the  stonns  may  beat 
as  tliey  will,  and  do  their  worst ;  tliere  is  a  fnt- 
aliglit  in  Italy  that  no  rain  can  quench; — nay,  not 
even  a  rain  of  blood. 

Genoa  for  the  moment  is  the  meeting  place  of  the 
whole  roused  nation. 

I  sit  here  in  the  covered  jtlaces  in  the  galleries 
fronting  the  sea. 

It  is  full  of  manv-colonred  fruits,  and  flasks  of 
wine,  and  piles  of  jiolenta.  Oil  lamps  swing  above, 
shedding  a  dim  light.  A  handsome  bro^vn-faced 
woman  chafters  at  the  counter,  her  gi'eat  gold  ear- 
rings flashing  with  each  movement  of  her  head. 
Soldiers  come  and  go  by  scores,  by  hundreds : 
Zouaves  with  the  African  sun  on  them,  Neapolitans 
still  in  their  fishing  shii'ts ;  Tuscan  conscripts 
with  the  first  down  on  their  lijis  ;  Cuu-assiers  with 
flashing  chains  and  plumes ;  Italian  nobles  with 
Titian  fiices  and  slender  stately  forms  in  the 
simple  tunic  of  the  volunteer,  all  coming  and  going, 
drinkmg  and  jesting,  clashing  their  sabres  against 
the  great  brass   scales,  tilting   the    straw  covered 
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flftsks  to  their  mouths,  tossing  tljeir  sashes  against 
the  baskets  of  oranges,  making,  all  unwittingly,  a 
thousand  studies  for  Meissonnier,  with  tho  dusky 
light  on  the  white  crosses  of  Savoy  and  the  silver 
medals  of  France,  whilst  out  there,  beyond  the  quay, 
the  sea  is  murmuring,  and  the  vessels  are  looming 
like  phantom  ships  in  the  shadows. 

The  P^rench  laugh  and  chatter  endlessly,  and  our 
people  will  not  be  outdone  in  lightness  of  heart ; 
but  every  now  and  then  the  Italian  faces  gi'ow  very 
gi'ave  and  pale  a  little  imder  their  olive  brows  as 
theu'  eyes  go  seaward  ;  here  it  is  not  a  question  of 
a  campaign  lost  or  won,  it  is  a  nation's  life  or 
death  that  is  in  the  balance. 
I  have  CO  me  from  the  Caffe  of  the  Concordia. 

It  is  grander  there  and  stiller  amongst  its  orange 
groves  and  tlu'ongs  of  staff  officers ;  but  I  like 
better  to  be  here  in  this  dusky  archway  with  my 
musket  at  my  knee,  and,  around,  the  strong  salt 
smeU  of  the  sea. 

As  I  sit  here  thinking  thus,  there  comes  noise- 
lessly into  the  crowded  place  a  slight  small  figm-e, 
travel  stained  and  very  weary,  with  a  beautiful  pale 
little  face  under  cm-Is  of  reddened  gold.     The  figm'e 
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comes  to  me  shyly  through  the  noisy  soldiers,  and 
takes  my  hand. 

"  Dear  friend,  am  I  too  late  ?  May  I  go  w-itli  you?" 

It  is  Rafiaelino. 

For  a  while  I  cannot  speak  to  him,  I  am  so  much 
amazed.  I  left  him  safe  in  Florence  with  liis 
genius,  in  the  quiet  and  the  sunshme,  springing  to 
goodly  stature  like  the  prophet's  goui'd. 

"  You  !  "  I  cry  to  him,  making  waj-  for  him  on  the 
Avmdow  settle.  "  You  ; — Mercifid  heaven,  you? 
to  face  this  war  ?  We  shall  have  women  and  childi-en 
next !  " 

It  is  brutal  of  me,  but  I  am  rough  with  him. 
I  am  angered  to  see  him  there  ;  a  lad  no  stronger 
than  any  reed  that  blows  in  Amo  water. 

"  The  women  and  the  children  will  ann,  I  think, 
if  the  men  fail,"  he  said,  with  a  gentleness  that 
shames  me.  "  Did  you  not  say  youi-self — it  is  not 
an  army  ;  it  is  a  nation  in  arms  ?  " 

I  sit  silent ;  I  cannot  chide  liun  for  an}'  love 
that  he  bears  to  Italy,  but  in  my  heart  I  think  that 
the  first  home's  march  under  the  summer  sun  under 
his  knapsack  will  stifle  the  life  and  music  in  him, 
as  a  stone  will  crush  a  skylark. 
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As  the  oil  flames  flicker  in  the  wind  I  see  that  he 
is  very  pale,  paler  even  than  is  his  wont. 

"  Can  we  not  go  elsewhere  ?  "  he  raurmui's  to  me. 
"  It  is  so  full  of  noise  here,  and  the  smell  of  wine  so 
strong.     And  I  have  a  thing  to  tell  you  !  " 

It  is  hard  to  find  quiet  in  Genoa  that  night. 
Every  house  is  full  of  feasting  soldiers,  and  all  along 
the  streets  there  come  hands  of  them  singing  and 
clanking  down  the  precipitous  old  world  ways. 

The  rain  has  lifted  a  little ;  there  is  only  a  sea 
mist ;  I  go  along  the  mole  with  liim,  and  when  we 
have  got  a  httle  away  from  the  clamoui'  we  sit  down  m 
the  shadow  of  an  old  boat  that  is  liigh  and  dry  there 
up  on  the  flags.  The  rain  does  not  touch  us  ;  and  we 
have  the  sea  in  front,  with  a  cajitured  schooner  of 
Galatz  at  anchor  in  the  gloom. 

Then  EaffaeHno  turns  his  shining  eyes  on  me, 
and  his  eager  voice  trembles. 

"  Oh,  dear  friend,  she  is  living  after  all !  I  have 
seen  her,  I  have  spoken  with  her — there  in 
Florence — and  she  was  in  the  Arte  that  night  and 
we  never  knew !  " 

The  grey  sea  eddies  and  heaves  before  my  sight. 
For  a  moment  the  schooner's  solitary  light  flashes 
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out  of  the  darkness  like  a  million  suns.  The 
ground  gi'ows  unsteady  beneath  my  feet. 

I  have  no  need  to  ask  him  whom  he  means. 

The  boy  leans  his  head  on  his  hands,  silent ; 
the  wind  blows  in  from  the  sea ;  the  lights  in  the 
captive  ship  die  out ;  from  the  terraces  above, 
where  the  hills  are,  there  comes  a  loud  sweet  echo  of 
men's  voices  singing ;  they  are  chanting  the  Hymn 
of  Garibaldi. 

Then 

"Your  donzella  ?  "  I  say  quietly,  for  it  is  her 
secret  and  must  be  kept,  and  the  lad  knows 
nothing.  "  Yom-  donzella?  AVell !  she  is  not 
dead,  then.  But  she  is  dead,  no  doubt,  in  another 
fashion — by  all  kinds  of  change." 

He  looks  at  me  a  little  bewilderedly.  Perhaps  I 
speak  too  coldly — men  do  when  they  are  in  jiam. 

"  She  is  changed,  and  yet  she  is  not,"  he  mm-- 
murs;  "  a  hundred  times  more  beautiful,  yet  quite 
the  same,  I  think,  as  when  we  ran  together  through 
Verona.  But  she  is  very  gi'eat,  you  know — very 
great  and  rich,  and  of  high  estate,  and  her  own 
mistress.  Changed  so  ;  but  not  in  any  other  way. 
I    think,    except Well,    a    great    countess,   you 
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know,  and  a  poor  child  singing  in  the  Carnival  for 
bread,  they  are  so  wide  asunder.  Yes,  you  are 
right — change  is  a  sort  of  death.  Perhaps  a 
sadder  one  for  those  it  leaves." 

"  She  is  mai-ried  gi-eatly?"  I  say  to  liim.  The 
words  have  no  sense  or  reason  to  me  as  I  say  them. 
I  thmk  of  my  child  with  the  loose  golden  cloud 
of  her  hair  blowing  in  the  fresh  hill  winds,  and 
her  hands  full  of  the  purple  glory  of  the  wild 
anemones  as  she  came  down  on  the  day  of  the 
Saints  towards  the  old  brown  Badia. 

I  lost  her,  as  one  may  miss  a  firefly  in  a  myi-tle 
thicket,  one  hot  June  night,  in  the  Florence 
gardens,  and  I  find  her  as  one  ma}'  find  it  another 
night,  set  to  shine  on  high  in  a  woman's  hair  in 
the  palace  of  a  Florence  duchess. 

The  firefly,  gathered  to  jjlay  the  part  of  a  dia- 
mond, and  gleam  in  a  palace  masque,  dies  of  the 
honour ;  the  little  soul  goes  forth  in  fii-e  like  other 
souls  of  greater  martyi-s;  but  what  woman  ever 
died  of  exaltation  ?  They  leave  such  thankless 
follies  to  the  lucciole. 

It  cannot  be  a  second  ere  he  answers  me,  but  it 

«eems   a   honible    endless  space  and   silence  that 

t2 
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follows  on  my  own  voice ;  the  noise  from  tlie  city 
and  from  the  sea  blending  into  a  strange  dull  roar 
that  sm-ges  at  my  ear. 

"  She  is  not  wedded,"  says  the  boy,  nt  Inst,  and 
my  heart  leaps  like  a  loosed  deer  that  springs  fi'om 
hunter's  nets  to  woodland  liberty — and  yet  what  can 
it  be  to  me  ? — to  me  more  than  to  any  one  of  those 
careless  lads  in  the  streets  up  yonder,  who  will  find 
his  grave    in  the  ripening  wheat  of  the  wide  Lom- 
bard fields  ?     "  No  !  It  is  some  great  title  of  her 
father's.     Our  folic  call  her  contessa,  because  he  is 
now   so  noble.     I  do  not  know  much.    I  did  not 
listen.     I  could   only   think    of  her.       There    was 
some  wondrous  change  of  fortune  for  them — she  did 
tell  me,  I  forget.     She  was  in  the  Ai-te  that  night 
and — then  she   saw  me  in  the  street  and  sent  for 
me,  and  I  went— it  was  the  day  you  left, — she  had 
the  gTeat  villa  under  Sta.  Margharita  on  the  hill. 
I  went,  in  com'tesy  and  wonder,  to  a  stranger  as  I 
thought,  not  dreammg — then,  when  she  stretched  her 
hands  to  me,  and  cried,  "  'luo,  'Ino  !— is  Verona  all 
forgotten?"  she  laughing  a  little,  and  yet  weeping 
too,  then  I  Imew  her,  though  it  was  all  so  changed, 
and  I  fell  at  her  feet,  and  I  foraet  the  rest." 
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After  that  he  is  silent  a  long  time — poor  little 
tender  RafFaelino. 
I  am  silent  too. 

The  rain  falls  faster,  and  the  wind  di'ives  against 
the  boat,  but  neither  he  nor  I  heed  that. 

As  for  me  I  do  not  ask  another  thing.  He  has 
seen  her,  and  the  world  has  gone  by  just  the  same, — 
and  she  is  there  in  my  own  city, — and  I  am  here 
a  common  soldier  with  my  musket,  bound  in  honom- 
not  to  turn  back  and  look  upon  her  face.  For  we 
are  to  march  at  dawn. 

I  sit  still  looking  into  the  grey  mist  of  the  waters ; 
in  the  town  they  ai'e  shouting  and  gathering  and 
singing  and  di'inking,  and  all  the  lines  of  the  palaces 
and  streets  glitter  in  zigzags  of  light  fretfully 
through  the  fog,  but  no  one  disturbs  us  under  the 
black  shadow  of  the  old  fishing  boat. 

Raffaelino,  after  a  time,  speaks  again,  his  head 
still  bent  upon  his  hands. 

"  I  do  not  think  she  is  changed  at  heart,"  he 
murmm-s.  "  The  same  generous,  imperious, 
tender,  wilful,  capricious  thing,  I  think,  that  used 
to  run  Avith  me  in  the  winter  snows  and  the  summer 
noons,  liungiy  and  happy,  about  in  old  Verona,  She 
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laughed  and  wept  with  me  ;  she  forgot  nil  her 
greatness, — she  called  me  her  brother,  her  play- 
mate, her  friend — she,  a  princess,  as  it  were,  in 
the  north  land  of  her  father's.  She  is  a  proud, 
graceful,  noble  woman  now, — a  little  haughty  of 
speech  and  swift  in  scorn,  I  fanc}-,  but  to  me  most 
tender.  "  Oh,  'Ino !  "  she  cried,  "  if  onlj'  I  were 
now  that  merry,  naughty,  wayward  child  that  ran 
with  5'ou  in  the  old  carnival  days  amongst  the 
merry  people!"  And  then  I  thinlc  she  would  have 
fairl}'  wept — only  she  turned  her  head  and  was  too 
proud  —  but  there  Ment  a  sort  of  shiver  over  her,, 
lilve  that  which  shakes  the  glacier  just  before  it 
falls." 

I  let  the  boy  talk  on,  the  broken  phrases  of  his 
speech  filled  in  with  the  fall  of  the  rain,  and  the 
sough  of  the  sea  in  the  harbour.  I  ask  no  ques- 
tions.    I  seem  to  laiow  it  all. 

"  It  was  late  in  the  day  when  I  saw  her,"  he  goes 
on  after  a  pause.  "  She  made  me  stay  the  evening 
with  her.  She  lives  lilve  an  empress.  We  went  out 
into  the  gardens  as  the  sun  set.  Then  she  would 
hear  my  story.  Did  ever  you  see  her  in  the  world, 
I  wonder?" 


THE  FIELD  OF  FLOWERS.  279 


1  look  straight  at  the  sea,  ami  answer  "  Never, — 
Why  ?  " 

If  one  be  a  man,  and  have  a  shred  of  honour,  one 
must  L'e  so  often ;  so  seklom  is  there  any  other  way 
that  serves  a  woman. 

**  Onl}^,  because,  when  I  spoke  of  you,  and  with- 
out you  I  shouki  have  no  story,  she  grew  quite  pale,  I 
thought,  and  listened  with  a  strange  look  in  her 
eyes.  And  when  I  told  her  how  you  had  kept  me 
with  you  all  these  years,  and  won  your  gold  and  fame 
for  me  ;  her  tears  fell  into  a  knot  of  oleanders  that  she 
held,  and  she  murmm-ed  to  herself,  '  So  like  him  ! — 
Oh,  God — so  like  ! '  And  when  I  asked  her  if  she 
knew  you,  then  she  turned  all  coldl}^  and  suddenly, 
and  answered,  '  —  I  know  what  the  world  says  of 
him,  no  more — a  gi-eat  genius — wild  and  generous — 
what  can  he  see  in  those  laugliing  painted  women? 
But  they  say  he  loves  such  best.'  And  then  she 
would  hear  no  more  of  you,  and  then  she  would  hear 
of  nothing  except  of  you;  and  when  she  asked  if  you 
were  still  in  Florence  she  trembled,  or  I  thought 
so — perhaps  it  was  only  the  flicker  of  the  trees,  for 
it  was  twilight  then — and  when  I  said  that  you  had 
thi'own  up  fame  and  fortune,  and  gone  off  to  join  the 
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troops  at  Genoa,  she  flashed  on  me  her  great  proud 
starry  eyes  with  such  a  scorn — it  scorched  me  like 
a  flame — Ah,  heaven  !  I  shall  see  till  I  die.  '  And 
you  wait  here  !  '  she  cried,  '  you  let  him  go  alone ! 
You  ! — who  but  for  liim  would  have  died  in  the 
Florence  streets  of  hunger  like  a  dog  !  '  She  did 
not  know  how  much  she  hurt,  nay,  I  am  siu'e  she 
did  not  mean  to  hurt  at  all.  I  mui'mured  some- 
thmg  of  the  only  strength  I  had  lying  in  music. 
But  her  eyes  flashed  fire  on  mine,  though  thej^  still 
were  dim.  '  What ! '  she  cried,  '  does  genius  then 
claim  cowardice  as  its  first  privilege  and  exemp- 
tion ?  It  was  not  Lelio  Pascarel  who  taught  j'ou 
that ! '  She  did  not  mean  to  hurt — oh,  no !  she  never 
meant  to  hurt  at  all.  That  I  am  certain.  But  only 
spoke  out  her  quick  proud  passionate  thought  as 
was  her  habit  when  a  little  child.  But  one  would 
not  wait  to  hear  a  woman  say  that  twice.  And  she 
was  right  too,  very  right,  I  know.  I  left  her  vei-y 
soon,  and  said  that  I  would  go  to  her  again.  She 
gave  me  both  her  hands,  in  our  sweet  frank  Italian 
fashion, — she  is  not  changed  in  any  thing  of  that ; 
I  kissed  them,  and  I  left  her.  And  when  the 
morning  came,  I  off'ered  myself  for  service  with  the 
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volunteers,  and  they  took  me,  though  I  am  weakly 
and  gu-lish,  as  you  say,  and  they  gave  me  the  rough 
dress  and  the  heavy  musket,  and  I  came  to-day  to 
Genoa  with  a  thousand  others.  I  shall  be  of  little 
use  ;  but  she  was  right,  you  know.  If  one  can  only 
die — one  ought  at  least  die  for  Italy." 

So  she  cannot  have  forgotten  that  sweet  year  long 
Tuscan  summer  ? 

And  it  was  she  masked  on  the  hillside  that 
night ;  and  I — I  laughed  like  a  fool  with  Astra  and 
Poppea.  What  could  she  think  but  that  I  loved 
those  "  painted  women  ?  "  Ah,  heaven  !  how  sweet 
that  jealous  word  to  me  ! 

Nay — I  know  how  base  my  joy  is. 

What  right  have  I  to  be  glad  that  my  memory 
lies  like  a  deep  evening  shadow  across  the  brilliancy 
of  the  morning  of  her  life  ? 

Of  course  she  cannot  forget. 

What  woman  forgets  lasses  that  have  burned  upon 
her  lips,  unless  she  grow  light  enough  and  base 
enough  to  lend  her  lips  in  loves  swift-chosen  and 
quick  changed  ? — and  that  she  will  never  grow  to 
be  my  proud  innocent  lost  treasure. 

I  know  that  gladness  is  base  in  me. 
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Yet  glad  I  am — fiercely,  madly,  heedlessl}-  glad, 
though  I  sit  mute  here  by  the  sea,  and  listen  with 
a  cold  face  lest  the  lad  should  think  anj'  thought 
that  may  come  near  the  truth.  For  all  I  can  ever 
do  in  this  -world  for  my  darhng  now  is  to  keej)  her 
secret  for  her — better  than  she  would  keej)  it  for 
herself,  perhaps,  if  she  be  indeed  so  little  altered. 

After  awhile,  Raffiielino  looks  up  at  me  wistful, 
"  Ai'e  you  angered  A^dth  me  that  I  come  ? — ^3'ou  are 
so  still.     One  could  not  let  a  woman  say  that  twice." 

"  That  is  as  one  ma}-  feel,"  I  answered  him, 
roughly.  "  If  3'ou  did  not  fight  for  the  sake  of 
Ital}-,  what  use  to  fight  for  the  gibe  of  a  woman  ?  " 

It  is  brutal  in  me,  I  know  that,  but  I  cannot  sit 
quietl}'  here  and  hear  him  talk  of  her.  I  rise  from 
the  boat's  rest  and  shake  him  a  little  as  he  leans 
with  his  head  upon  his  hands. 

"  Dio !  3'ou  are  wet  through.  Do  3'ou  want  to  die 
before  you  see  a  battlefield  ?  Get  uj) ;  j'ou  have 
done  folly  enough  for  one  day's  work." 

He  gets  up,  as  I  bid  him  ;  there  is  a  startled  pain 
in  his  ej'es  that  moves  me  with  remorse  for  womiding 
him. 

I  lauah  a  little  that  he  mav  see  no  chansfe  in  me. 
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*'  Nay,  'Ino,  3-011  Avere  my  nightingale,  and  belong 
to  me ;  I  am  angered  to  see  you  come  to  be  shot 
down  with  all  the  sparrow-hawks  and  vultures.  A 
girl  might  as  well  stay  a  breach  with  her  slender  arm 
as  you  come  out  to  feed  the  cannon.  Besides,  the 
music  in  you  !  You  should  have  had  pity  on  3'our 
genius — " 

"  It  was  not  by  pity  on  their  genius  that  your 
Florentmes  made  Florence  great  in  the  old  days 
you  love,"  he  murmured.  "And,  on  your  own, 
what  pity  have  you  had  ?  " 

"  Mine  !  Oh,  altro  !  A  trick  of  imitating  any 
other  creature  that  I  see ;  and  being  able  to  play  a 
little  with  words  upon  the  hearts  of  a  people  who 
laugh  or  cry  without  knowdng  why  when  I  tell 
them !  A  fine  thing.  But  you — who  speak  in 
music,    that    is    the    very   voice  of  God   Himself 

amidst   men ! Well,    now    you    are    here    you 

cannot  tmii  back.  AVe  must  do  our  best  for  you. 
Rise  up,  and  come  out  of  this  wild  weather.  If  you 
would  serve  Italy,  you  must  keep  your  strength." 

A  gleam  of  moonlight  from  a  rift  in  the  clouds 
falls  on  his  face  as  he  lifts  it. 

"If  thev  kill  me,  it  does  not  matter,"  he  said 
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softly.  "  You  know  I  have  loved  the  donzella  ever 
since  we  sang  together  in  my  father's  workshop 
amongst  the  clank  of  the  hammers ;  and  always, 
wherever  I  wandered,  I  thought  of  finding  her;  and 
always,  when  I  have  dreamed  of  my  music,  I  have 
heard  her  voice  as  it  used  to  sound  in  the  still 
old  square  in  the  summer  nights  ;  and  when  they 
praised  my  music,  and  taDvcd  of  a  great  futui'e  for 
me,  I  thought  to  myself,  perhaps  she  is  in  pain 
and  in  poverty  somewhere,  or  even  perhaps  in  shame, 
and  I  shall  lift  her  up  and  crown  her  with  my 
crown,  and  give  her  all  that  men  give  me ;  but  now 
it  is  over — all  over  for  ever !  And  now  she  is  set 
on  high  there,  and  she  can  never  be  anjiiliing  ever 
agam  to  me  ;  and  I  feel  as  if  I  should  never  bear  to 
hear  a  note  of  music  ;  and  my  music  was  all  my 
soul,  you  know.     And  it  is  dead." 

Ay,  indeed,  I  know ;  know  but  too  Avell.  When 
you  can  solace  a  mother  for  her  first-born's  death, 
then,  and  then  only,  shall  3-ou  solace  an  artist  for 
the  death  in  him  of  his  Art. 

Then  the  lad  rises  up  and  walks  a  little  feebl}' 
along  the  grey  sea  line  :  and  we  go  in  silence— per- 
fect silence,  backward  into  the  heart  of  the  town. 
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The  rain  has  lifted  a  little.  The  fires  of  torches 
and  of  illuminations  light  the  grim  stone  heights  of 
the  old  palaces ;  we  tread  on  laurels  as  we  movmt 
the  steep  and  crowded  streets  ;  from  the  terraces, 
where  the  orange  boughs  toss  in  the  wind,  distant 
voices  come  chantmg  still  the  "  Fuori  il  Stranier !  " 

Raffaelino  turns  to  me  a  moment  with  his  tender 
pale  face  in  a  sudden  glow  from  the  warmth  of  the 
reddened  lights  in  a  gallery  above. 

"  You  hear  them?  "  he  sa3's,  softly.  *'  Nay,  she 
was  right — so  right.  AVhat  can  one  ask  better  than 
to  lay  down  one's  life  for  Italy  ?  " 


CHAPTER  IV. 


IX    THE    LAND    OF    VIRGIL. 


T  is  not  an  army,  I  sa}',  that  goes  out  to 
war,   it  is  a  nation  in  arms  that   sweeps 
across  the  Milicio  to  grapple  with  the  old 
hereditary   foe.      When   one   heart   beats    in    the 


million  breasts  of  a  nation,  the  nation  is  invincible, 
^lan  cannot  hurt  her,  and  God  Avill  not. 

Every  square  inch  of  this  soil,  through  whose 
golden  harvests  the  child  Yirgil  once  ran  with  fleet 
feet  chanting  stro]3hes  to  the  great  Ceres  Mam- 
mosa,  has  been  thrashed  through  and  tlu'ough  by 
the  ii'on  flail  of  man  for  twice  a  thousand  centuries. 

The   struggle  is  so  old,  so  old — older  than  the 
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old  iron  crown  of  Lombardy.  Down  from  the  dreary 
fastnesses  of  the  Dolomite,  the  imperial  eagle  has 
swooped  so  mam'  times  to  fasten  beak  and  talons 
in  the  fair  eyes  of  om'  Italia. 

Against  the  empire  !     It  is  the  old  old  war-cry. 

No  doubt  it  was  grander  work  going  out  across 
the  green  Yaldarno,  with  the  red  Carroccio  and  the 
milkwhite  oxen,  and  the  banners  of  the  Silver 
Dove  and  the  Silver  Temple  ;  no  doubt  it  was 
grander ;  but  perhaps  we  are  not  altogether  un- 
worthy our  forefathers  as  we  toil  through  the  hot 
sun  and  the  blinding  dust,  with  the  mosquito  m 
our  flesh,  and  the  regulation  knapsack  heavy  on 
our  shoulders.  One  is  only  a  volunteer  ;  but  still, 
if  one  does  one's  best 

The  other  day,  after  a  toilsome  march,  some 
of  us  bivouacked  in  sight  of  Mantua ;  our  arms  were 
stacked,  and  our  tents  set  up  where  there  were  old 
grey  crumbled  ramparts  just  on  the  very  edge  of  the 
lake.  Some  young  soldiers,  who  were  students  from 
Ilavenna  and  comrades  of  mine,  cared  for  such  old 
things,  and  spent  their  leisure  in  tracking  out 
the  line  of  the  fortifications  beneath  the  rank  grass 
and  the    wild    tulip    roots    that    grew    so    thickly 
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beside  the  water,  where  the  castello  with  its  village 
clustering  beneath  it  had  stood  in  the  bygone  times 
of  Bonacolsi  and  Awocati.  And  amongst  other 
marks  and  sculptures  on  the  fallen  stones  they  found 
most  often  a  prince's  coronet,  and  two  hawks  fight- 
ing, and  dates  of  that  old  old  time,  when  the  Lake- 
city  yonder,  in  the  midst  of  its  melancholy  waters, 
had  quivered  under  the  velvet  hands  in  theii'  gloves 
of  steel  of  Beatrice  and  Matilda. 

I  said  nothing  to  the  lads  as  they  scra^jed  the 
grass  away  with  their  swords  off  the  crown  and  the 
two  hawks,  but  I  knew  the  cognizance  well,  it  had 
been  carven  in  many  a  razed  fortress  and  ruined 
town  over  the  Tuscan  fields  and  the  Aquilean 
marches,  in  the  sign  manual  of  the  Pascarelli.  If  I 
had  had  all  those  old  fiefs  and  that  crown,  perhaps  ; 
— -poof !  it  was  the  first  time  that  I  had  ever  wished 
for  them.  But  the  Fates  lie  like  lead  on  my  heart, 
— mine ;  to  whom  the  three  grim  Parcae  had  ever 
been  up  to  that  time  of  the  Feast  of  the  Dead  only 
only  as  three  gladsome  maidens  that  onl}^  sum- 
moned me  to  dance  whilst  they  sang. 

As  it  is,  I  go  the  next  day  into  Alessandria, 
and  an  officer,  seeing  me,  and  wanting  his  horse 
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held,     throws     me    the    bridle,    with    a    word    of 
command. 

I  walk  up  and  down  with  the  horse  over  an  hom\ 
When  the  general  comes  out  of  the  house  he  had 
entered  he  looks  over  me  with  a  steady  glance  : 
"  A  volunteer  ?  " 

I  salute,  and  assent. 

"What  do  you  get  ?  "  he  asks. 

"A  musket  and  twenty-five  centimes  a  day." 

"You  are  a  noble?" 

"No." 

"  What  then  ?  " 

"  A  vagabond." 

He  smiles  and  throws  me,  instead  of  the  bridle,  a 
soldo,  and  so  rides  away.     I  keep  the  coin. 

A  copper  coin  for  holding  a  horse  ;  well,  the 
Pascarello  Prmces  in  then*  graves  there,  under  the 
ruined  fortress,  could  not  be  ashamed. 

In  its  way  that  copper  coin  is  worth  the  ducal 
crown. 

It  is  fierce  and  dark  work  here  in  this  fruitful 
land  of  Virgil.  The  world  has  got  so  tired  ;  it  has 
seen  so  much  of  heroism  and  carnage ;  it  has 
grown  old  and  dull,  and  would   scarcely  open  its 
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drowsy  ears  at  a  noble  deed,  though  the  note  of 
it  were  loud  as  that  bugle  blast  of  Orlando  which 
made  the  birds  drop  dead  in  all  the  forests  of 
Roncesvalles. 

Else  the  world  has  seldom  seen  anything  fuier 
than  tliis  fiery  torrent  of  national  life  rushuig  to 
the  plains  of  the  Mincio  as  fast  and  as  furiously 
as  Mincio  in  time  of  flood  can  rush  from  her 
Mother  of  Garda.  The  noble  fights  beside  the 
j)opulano.  The  young  marquis  leaves  his  marble 
villa,  as  the  cobbler  his  board  at  the  street  corner. 
The  prince  strides  through  the  millet,  shoulder 
to  shoulder  with  the  coppersmith  and  the  mosaic- 
maker.  Tliis  is  the  reason  that  we  are  so  strong 
in  this  summer-season;  strong  as  a  chain  of  which 
every  link  has  been  proved  in  the  fii"e. 

The  men  who  march  and  fight  with  me  have 
laughed  and  frolicked  with  me  a  thousand  times 
in  the  masquerades  and  sweetmeat  showers  of  the 
Carnival,  and  I  can  do  them  some  little  good. 
Even  Italians  find  it  hard  to  raise  a  jest  some- 
times, plodding  through  the  rain-soaked  earth  in 
autumn  with  only  a  muddy  blood-stained  brook  to 
drink   at,    and  the    ants    settling    by  the  score  in 
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the  gaps  of  lialf-liealed  wounds.  Even  Italians 
feel  their  hearts  a  little  heavy,  straining  under 
the  weight  of  rifle  and  knapsack  over  the  parched 
ground  in  the  scorch  of  noon,  with  comrade  after 
comrade  falling  out  of  the  ranks  from  sunstroke, 
and  the  mosquitos  buzzing  horribl}''  where  the 
sword-slash  is  still  unclosed.  I  can  do  some  little 
good,  perhaps,  raising  their  courage  with  a  strain  of 
Leopardi  or  Giusti,  or  taking  them  hack  to  their 
village  under  the  vines  by  some  burden  of  a 
country-ritornella,  sweetening  then'  hard  black 
bread  with  a  tale  out  of  Boccaccio,  and  making 
them  forget  theii-  ague  on  the  marshy  ground  by 
some  one  of  the  infinite  jests  in  the  old  comedies, 
of  which  my  brain  is  full,  and  their  ears  are 
never  tii'ed. 

I  strive  to  keep  up  my  miith  for  their  sakes ; 
— at  night  lying  round  the  fires  that  we  light  to 
keep  off  the  marsh  fever,  or  by  day  tramping 
along  the  chy,  white,  tiresome  roads  with  the 
clouds  of  gnats  at  om*  parching  throats. 

But  it  is  hard  to  do  it,  sometimes.  AVar  is 
sickly  work  at  its  best;  and  life,  I  say,  is  weary. 
So   it   sterns    to    me    as    I    go   to-day — alone,  for 
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once, — through  the  smiling  country  where  the 
maidens  pkick  the  mulberry  leaves  as  though  no 
such  things  as  flame  and  steel  were  as  near  them 
as  the  vines  are  near. 

My  heai-t  is  heavy  as  I  pace  between  the  lines- 
of  olives  and  watch  the  runlets  of  water  glisten 
in  the  grass. 

Poor  little  Tocco  has  died  here. 

He  volmiteered  with  me,  poor  dear  little  lad,  onl}' 
seventeen  then,  and  meny  as  a  lark  ;  leaving  the 
bottega  and  the  work  he  loved,  and  the  fun  and 
frolic  of  the  Florentine  street  life  ;  and  in  the  ver}' 
heart  of  Magenta,  as  we  marched  tlu'ough  the 
standing  corn,  under  the  hail  of  iron,  a  bullet  stiaick 
him,  and  he  fell. 

I  could  not  stay  to  see  for  him  then ;  the  sea 
of  blood  swept  me  away,  a  league  away,  as  it 
seemed,  in  a  second,  and  all  the  da}-  long  it  was  as 
much  as  we  could  do  to  keep  om'  feet  amidst 
that  trampled  wheat  under  that  fierce  red  sun. 

But  when  old  Mars,  who  ever  loved  Florence, 
had  turned  the  balance  in  our  fovour,  and  the 
carnage  was  over  and  done,  and  the  sim  was  gone 
down   westward,    there  beyond  the  Apuleian  Alps, 
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then  I  had  time  to  seek  for  him,  and  after  long 
search  I  fomid  him ;  one  amongst  so  many  other 
simple  brown-ej'ed  lads  in  their  rough  coats  of  blue, 
and  their  little  peaked  caps,  and  their  straps  and 
theii"  belts,  lying  torn  and  crushed  and  nameless  and 
forgotten,  down  there  amongst  the  summer  harvest. 

He  was  not  quite  lifeless. 

He  took  a  drop  of  water,  and  Ufted  his  eyelids, 
and  smiled  ;  he  knew  me,  though  it  was  quite  night, 
and  he  was  neai'ly  dead. 

**  It  is  a  gi'eat  thing — to  die  for  Italy,"  he  said 
gently,  with  a  light  like  morning  on  his  little  parched 
sad  face ;  then  a  shiver  shook  him,  and  his  hand 
tried  to  fold  itself  in  mine,  and  he  stretched  his 
limbs  out,  and  all  was  over. 

He  was  only  a  sod  of  clay  that  cumbered  that 
harvest  field. 

Ah,  Dio  niio  ! — the  world  is  weary  after  all. 

I  go  through  the  green  glad  country. 

Who  could  tell  that  death  m  its  most  ghastly 
shapes  walked  here  with  ever}'  day  and  night  ? 

It  is  all  so  peaceful. 

The  wdiit€  road  runs  straight  and  shining  in  the 
sun.     The  red  roofs  of  the  farmhouses  glow  through 
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chesnut  woods  and  olive  orchards.  The  mighty 
river  glistens  here  and  there  where  a  break  in  the 
vines  shows  its  course.  Away  in  the  shadows  are 
the  towers  of  Pa-\da ;  and,  beyond,  the  beautiful 
snowy  sea-like  surge  of  the  Alpine  crests  where 
Milan  lies.  Near  me  gii'ls  are  putting  mulbeiry 
leaves  into  great  baskets,  chatting  the  while  ;  and 
through  the  vine-yards  gentle  wliite  oxen  di'ag  the 
lumbering  waggons. 

Only  now  and  agam  there  is  some  headless  helmet 
in  the  grass,  or  the  dogi'oses  blossom  above  a  dead 
warhorse ;  or  a  cherrj'  tree,  red  -vN-ith  fruit,  lies  on 
the  ground,  its  stem  broken  under  a  ram  of  bidlets. 

I  walk  on,  and  thinlv  of  another  sad  thing  that  I 
saw  yesterday. 

It  was  by  the  waj'side  in  a  little  village.  There 
had  been  a  short  shai-p  struggle  between  Tirolese, 
who  held  the  street,  and  Bersaglieri  who  wanted  to 
sweep  it  clear.  The  Bersaglieri  won,  and  carried 
the  position.  The  little  narrow  road  all  green  and 
golden  with  fruit  trees,  where  the  Avomen  were  wont 
to  sit  out  at  their  tlu'esholds  at  evening  spimimg 
and   singmg  in  unity,  was   strewn  with  dead  and 


dying. 
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I  had  helped  the  Bersaglieri — being  in  the  way  ; 
and  when  all  was  over  tried  to  help  the  wounded. 

I  carried  one  Tirolean  into  a  cottage.  He  was  a 
tall,  strong, and  very  handsome  man;  a  mountaineer; 
and  he  had  been  shot  through  the  head,  and  had  but 
half  an  hour  to  live. 

I  soothed  that  half-hour  for  him  as  well  as  I  was 
able  ;  he  lying  on  the  mud  floor  of  the  hovel  with 
the  door  wide  open,  and  through  it  shining  the  glory 
of  the  afternoon  sun,  and  the  whiteness  of  a  late 
flowering  peach-tree.  He  had  been  unconscious  since 
the  time  the  shot  had  struck  him;  before  death  his 
reason  came  to  him — it  is  often  so. 

His  hand  sought  his  chest  feebly  and  uncertainly, 
like  the  hand  of  a  blind  man. 

"  Do  not  take  it  away,"  he  muttered,  with  his 
wistful  beautiful  frank  eyes  looking  with  passionate 
prayer  into  mine — his  enemy's.  "Do  not  take  it 
away — it  is  all  I  have.  She  laughed,  you  know — but 
she  did  not  mean  to  hurt — oh,  no,  oh,  no.  Look  at 
that  white — is  that  snow  ?  "We  must  bring  the 
cattle  down  from  the  mountains.  Yes — I  am  in 
pain  ;  a  little  pain.  Do  not  tell  my  mother — nor 
Anton.     Lift  me  a  little,  so  I  can  see  the  hills — she 
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laughed,  you  know,  but  then  she  did  not  mean  to 
hurt.  Do  not  take  it  away — it  is  the  only  little 
thing  I  have." 

And  so  gazing  at  the  whiteness  of  the  fruit 
blossoms  in  the  open  door,  and  thinking  it  the  lustre 
of  the  virgin  snow  upon  his  own  eternal  hills,  lie 
shuddered  a  little  and  turned  wearily  on  his  side, 
and  so  looking  up  at  me  like  a  dog  in  pain,  drew  his 
breath  with  a  sigh  and  died. 

When  Ave  stript  to  bmy  him  his  right  hand  was  on 
his  chest,  and  on  it  was  a  little  tuft  of  the  wild  grass 
that  is  called  the  maiden's  hair. 

We  laid  him  to  rest  in  the  little  garden  under  the 
fruit  trees,  with  his  face  turned  to  his  own  mountams. 

His  name  I  never  knew. 

His  is  one  of  the  many  million  nameless 
graves  that  strew  all  that  green  coimtry  betwixt 
Alp  and  Apennine.  But  I  have  no  doubt  that  if  it 
could  be  known  we  should  find  it  to  be — Mai-co 
Rosas. 

Away  in  a  chalet  of  Unterrinthal  the  good 
mother  will  sit  and  spin  and  pray ;  and  the  cattle 
will  come  from  the  grass  lands  in  autumn,  and  the 
sun  and  the  clouds  will  play  on  the  broad  snow  tields, 
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and  the  calves  will  low  at  the  barred  byre  door, 
and  the  seasons  will  come  and  go  till  the  Alps  are 
once  more  smilmg  blue  as  the  eyes  of  a  northern 
child,  with  the  gentian  flowers  and  the  hyacinths  of 
the  spring. 

But  always  in  vam  will  the  old  mother  pray, 
and  never  again  will  the  feet  of  her  first-born  come 
over  the  mountains. 


CHAPTER  V. 

THE    SONG    OF    THE    GEILLI. 

I  HAVE  kept  tlie  dear  little  Eaffaello  beside  me  as 
much  as  possible. 

Eveiy  soul  treats  him  tenderly,  as  if  he  were  a 
girl.  There  ai*e  hmidreds  of  lads  as  yomig  as  he  ; 
but  there  is  something  in  his  pretty  innocent  face 
with  its  curls  of  Giorgione's  gold,  and  its  clear, 
wondering,  wistful  eyes  that  wins  the  heart  out  of 
the  toughest  veteran  and  wildest  trooper. 

The  boy  looks  so  astray  in  it  all. 

His  soul  is  in  music.  This  thunder  of  caimonade, 
and  screams  of  dying  horses,  and  clash  of  crossing 
steel,  and   falling  trees  and  burning  houses,  must 
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be  a  hell  to  him.  He  has  ahvays  a  startled 
look. 

Yet  he  is  brave  iii  his  wa}',  this  little  dreamer, 
who  onl}'  the  other  day  was  a  barelegged  child, 
singiiig  while  the  robins  sang  in  the  garret  of 
Ambrogio  Rufi. 

He  is  brave  in  liis  way,  though  he  clings  so 
closel}'  to  me,  and  will  hardly  quit  my  shadow. 

One  day  I  found  him  hidden  by  the  high  yellow 
corn,  hstening — listening — listening  with  an  intent 
and  wondering  face.  I  spoke  and  roused  him,  and 
forced  him  away  ;  for  a  battery  of  the  Austrians 
commanded  these  ver}^  fields,  and  their  fii'e  was 
raldng  through  the  bending  wheat  not  ten  yards  off 
him. 

*'  What  were  you  doing  there  ?  "  I  asked  liim  in 
some  wrath. 

"I  was  hearing  what  the  grilli  said,"  he  answered 
me ;  and  then  he  got  out  his  little  trecento  viol  which 
lies  always  in  his  laiapsack  ;  and  began  to  echo  out 
on  it  the  story  of  the  grilli ;  the  little  brown  grilli 
singing  so  happily  here  in  joy  of  the  sun  and  the 
summer,  amongst  the  yellow  corn  stalks  and  the 
iiame  of  the  tossing  poppies ;   the  poor  little  grilli 
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caged  for  Christ's  sake  on  Ascension  Day,  and 
singing  still  on  and  on  in  the  little  prisons  till 
their  life  grows  out  of  them,  whilst  every  hut  and 
homestead  on  the  olive  hills  and  in  the  vine-lands 
sets  bread  and  wine  on  its  tln-eshold  and  hangs 
out  a  lanthorn  to  guide  the  steps  of  Clirist  who 
walks  that  night  on  earth. 

Kaffaelino  played  the  plaint  of  the  grilli  that  day, 
whilst  a  score  of  rough  soldiers  stood  romid,  he 
notliing  noting  them,  and  not  a  few  of  them  had  their 
fierce  eyes  dim  with  tears.  Then  all  in  a  moment  he 
broke  it  off  suddenly,  and  thrust  the  viol  beliind  him, 
and  went  awa}'  by  himself  into  the  little  bare  plaster 
cottage,  where  a  dozen  of  us  were  quartered. 

When  I  followed  him  he  was  crying  like  a  cliild. 

"  What  is  it?  "  I  asked  him. 

He  hid  his  face  shj-ly,  as  a  girl  may  do. 

*'  Only — only — I  have  loved  my  music  for  itself, 
you  know,  and  it  was  quite  enough  for  me.  But 
now  I  do  not  know — I  think  the  things  and  feel 
them,  and  I  can  make  others  feel  them  too,  but  all 
the  harmony  is  gone  out  of  it  for  me.  In  all  I  do, 
I  only  see  her  face,  I  only  hear  her  voice.  ^ly 
music   is  like    the    grilli' s   in   the  cage  ;  it  is  ni}' 
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nature — and  so  it  will  not  leave  me — only  I  am 
faithless  to  it,  so  I  die.  She  will  never  be  anything 
to  me,  you  know ;  how  should  she  ?  great  like  that, 
and  I  a  little  beggar  ?  Oh,  I  know,  I  know  it  is 
my  folly  ;  but  you  see  in  old  Yerona  she  had  no  one 
else  but  me,  and  so " 

And  so  the  gentle  heart  of  the  little  lad  is  half 
broken  ;  a  childish  love  and  as  innocent  as  ever  this 
impm-e  earth  ere  saw,  but  still  one  that  has  killed 
art  in  him,  and  made  the  adder  of  memorj'  hiss  in 
every  sweet  note  that  was  once  his  solace. 

He  is  no  more  fit  for  the  fiery  furnace  of  war  than 
are  those  delicate  heads  of  the  millet,  that  blow  like 
a  girl's  auburn  curls  upon  the  summer  wind.  Never- 
theless, the  battle  does  not  sj)are  the  frail  maize 
feathers,  but  sweeps  them  aside,  and  treads  them 
down,  and  tramples  them  in  blood.  Nor  does  it 
spare  Eaftaelino. 

The  next  day  after  he  has  listened  to  the  grilli's 
chaimt  in  the  cornfields,  there  is  bitter  struggle 
over  all  this  fertile  smiling  land,  with  its  festooned 
vines  and  its  leaf-hidden  watercourses,  that  is  like 
one  vast  sheet  of  verdure  enrolled  between  the  far 
mountains. 
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It  is  a  struggle  that  is  called,  later  on,  the  Field 
of  Montebello. 

"  We  go  in  black  with  powder  ;  we  shall  come  out 
red  with  carnage,"  sa3'S  one  of  its  sokliers,  and  it  is 
true  that  we  do.  We  dip  the  scarlet  lilies  of 
Florence  and  the  white  cross  of  Savoy  in  blood  till 
they  are  both  of  one  colour.  We  strangle  the  black 
eagle  that  day,  down  there  amongst  the  tangled  vines 
and  the  full-eared  corn  m  the  countr}"  of  Yii'gil. 

It  is  a  hot  and  blinding  day. 

The  sun  lies  heavily  on  all  the  white  roads.  The 
bruised  vines,  and  trodden  corn,  and  ruined 
orchards,  are  sad  to  see. 

At  intervals  here  and  there,  on  the  green  face  of 
the  country,  there  are  dusky  clouds  of  smoke  and 
dark  small  masses  slowly  moving.  There  is  a  battle 
scattered  over  the  great  plain.  The  fine  ethereal 
lines  of  the  mountams  are  delicate  as  gossamer 
against  the  summer  sky.  So  they  looked  when 
Theodoric  and  Otho  fought  here.  The}''  have  seen 
so  many  millions  of  men  slaughter  one  another 
here,  since  the  far  ages  when  men  were  not,  and  all 
this  laughing  land  of  the  vine  and  the  pomegranate 
was  onh"  a  primaeval  valley  of  ice. 
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How  the  battle  goes  elsewhere  I  cannot  tell. 
Where  I  am,  we  hold  a  villa  and  its  courts  and 
gardens  agamst  the  Austrians. 

It  is  a  rambling  old  place,  with  great  walled 
gardens,  and  great  echoing  chambers,  and  great 
discoloured  frescoes  peeHng  in  the  sun.  Its  owners 
have  fled  long  before. 

There  is  onl}^  an  old  man,  a  gardener,  who  sits 
by  a  well  in  the  central  court  while  the  struggle 
goes  on  round  him,  and  stares  and  looks  stupid,  as 
though  his  wits  were  gone. 

God  knows  how  we  fight — I  do  not.  There  are 
some  fifty  of  us  and  a  handful  of  Bersaglieri — that 
is  all ;  and  the  Austrians  are  very  numerous.  They 
held  the  position  early  in  the  day,  and  we  took  it 
from  them  at  noon  ;  and  we  have  held  it  against  the 
worst  that  they  can  do  until  it  is  now  four  by  the 
sun-dial  on  the  wall  where  the  great  mulberry 
grows  and  a  cherub's  head  is  painted. 

The  musketry  rolls;  the  smoke  is  thick;  the 
dead  men  fall  down  the  broad  stone  steps,  and  lie 
under  the  red  oleander  flowers.  The  staircase  is 
disputed  step  by  step.  The  pavements  are  all  wet 
with  blood.     The  din  is  horrible.     Amidst  it  all  I 
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know  I  hear,  in  a  moment  of  stillness,  a  little  bird 
singing.  I  look  up  and  see  it  above  my  head,  on 
a  tendril  of  a  vine  that  comes  through  the  large 
unglazed  window. 

There  is  a  young  face  lifted  to  listen  to  it.  It  is 
innocent  and  heavenly  looking,  lilve  the  cherub's 
on  the  frescoed  wall.  It  is  terribly  out  of  keeping* 
with  the  ghastly  scene  around.  It  is  quite  white, 
even  to  the  lips  ;  but  they  are  firmly  closed,  although 
so  pale,  and  Raifaelino  has  not  left  my  side  to-day. 

The  sun-dial  points  four  in  the  afternoon. 

We  have  looked  for  reinforcement,  but  none 
comes.  How  the  battle  goes  elsewhere  we  cannot 
tell.  The  enemy  are  strong  here  still  and  keep 
pressing  upward  through  the  courts  and  gardens. 

All  the  later  half  of  the  bitter  burning  day  our 
own  men  seem  to  close  round  me,  and  look  up  to 
me  as  their  leader.  I  do  not  think  how  or  wh}^  it 
is — whether  all  those  in  command  are  dead  or  not. 
I  lead  them  because  it  comes  naturallv — I,  a  mere 
volunteer,  a  common  soldier,  like  the  rest  of  them, 
with  notliing  but  my  musket. 

As  the  bu'd  sings,  and  a  little  lull  comes  in  the 
strife,   as  such  a  pause  will,  even  in  the  fiercest 
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struggle,  I  look  around  me  anxiously.  My  clothes 
liave  been  shot  through  and  through,  but,  strangely 
enough,  no-\vhere  is  the  flesh  grazed  or  the  bone 
broken.  Yet  men  have  fallen  round  me  like  ches- 
nuts  in  the  autumn  forests. 

We  are  veiy  few. 

However  the  daj--  go  elsewhere  in  the  plain,  here 
it  goes  against  us. 

Jagers  have  jomed  the  Wliitecoats,  and  are  press- 
ing up  through  the  ilexes. 

We  hold  the  staircase  and  the  inner  court  still ; 
— but  for  how  long  ? 

If  I  could  send  word  to  the  head  of  the 
bridge,  a  mile  off,  the  Sardinians  are  there, 
and  might  spare  men.  RaffaeUno,  watching  my 
face,  in  that  one  little  moment  as  the  bird  sings, 
reads  my  thouglits,  and  whispers  to  me  through 
the  din — 

"If  I  crept  through  the  laurels  and  ran,  the 
poplars  would  shelter  me ;  once  by  the  river-side, 
to  the  bridge  is  not  far?" 

I  do  not  answer  him. 

The  lad  is  dear  to  me.  Did  I  not  see  him  first, 
the  pretty  child,  touching  his  little  viol  that  carnival 
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day  ill  the  cathedral  square  where  giim  Roland 
keeps  watch  and  ward  ? 

The  i^assage  to  the  bridge  is  possible  ;  but  whoso- 
ever makes  it — being  seen — will  surely  meet  his 
death.  For  all  the  way  is  set  thick  with  Tu'olese, 
who  mark  their  men  as  on  the  hills  they  mark  their 
chamois. 

"No,  it  is  too  dangerous,"  I  say  to  liim  abruptly. 
"  No  ;  I  forbid  you." 

Eaifaeliiio  lifts  liis  golden  head ;  the  smi  commg 
through  the  open  window  makes  an  aureola 
round  it.  A  little  feverish  flush  comes  on  liis 
cheeks. 

"  And  I — disobey  you  !  "  he  said  quickly- 
*'  Even  before  you — Italy  !  " 

And  then  he  runs  out  swiftly,  and  tlu'ough  the 
wuidow  I  see  him  in  the  open  au",  and  then  I  lose 
him  underneath  the  leaves,  and  have  only  space  to 
breathe  for  liim  that  half-miconscious  prayer  which 
the  most  reckless  men  will  cHiig  to  by  an  instinct ; 
for  the  lull  is  over,  and  the  Jiigers  are  in  the  inner 
court,  and  a  ball  has  struck  down  the  old  man 
sitting  at  the  well,  and  I  have  to  draw  my  comrades 
closer  round  me,  and  hold  the  hall  as  best  we  can 
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with  a  raking  fire  tliat  makes  tlie  Tedesclii  reel  and 
scatter  as  they  come. 

Then  follows  the  fiercest,  hottest,  darkest, 
dreadest  moments  of  ni}-  life. 

The  shadow  on  the  smi-dial  creej)s  on ;  it  is  a 
quarter  past  fom'  and  more.  My  little  troop  is  only 
half  in  numbers  what  it  was  when  the  bird  sang. 
The  gTape-shot  falls  like  hail.  Unless  the  Sar- 
dinians come  quickly 

The  shadow  on  the  dial  creeps  onward. 

It  is  no  longer  mere  firing  and  counter-firing  ;  it 
is  a  hard,  de^ilish,  hand-to-hand,  tlu'oat-to-tlu*oat 
struggle  on  the  marble  stairs  and  pavement  that  is 
all  slippery  with  carnage. 

Some  of  the  Jagers  have  found  a  second  staii'way 
on  the  other  side  of  the  villa,  and  so  have  crept  up 
unseen  by  us,  and  poui"  out  on  to  the  head  of  the 
great  staircase,  and  thrust  us  downward,  so  that  we 
are  between  two  forces,  as  in  a  \'ice.  We  are  some 
thii't}'  men  in  all — not  more ;  and  man}-  of  us  are 
wounded,  and  very  weak  from  long  thirst  and  the 
heat  of  the  daj-. 

Caught  between  these  two,  the  Jagers  pressmg  on 
us  from  behind,  the  Tirolese  forcing  us  backwards 
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on  to  their  coinrades'  steel,  we  struggle,  God  knows 
how,  in  a  horrible  crush  and  medley,  across  the 
court  and  into  the  green  grass-lands  of  the 
gardens,  where  the  ripening  grapes  ai'e  hanguig  on 
all  the  trellised  vines. 

Here,  if  the  Sardmians  do  not  come,  we  must  be 
butchered  like  so  insiiy  sheep.  Yet  all  the  while 
it  is  hardl}^  of  the  Sardinians  that  I  think  ;  it  is  of 
the  dear  little  lad  making  his  jierilous  way  through 
the  canes  underneath  the  poplars  ;  and  every  now 
and  then,  even  in  the  fellness  and  ferocity  of  the 
struggle,  I  tmn  my  head  to  look  beyond  the  laurels 
to  the  grassy  stretches  across  which  he  must  return. 

The  brutes  hem  us  in  on  both  sides.  The  men 
go  down  lilce  corn  under  the  sickle.  I  and  the  few 
who  remain  contrive  to  force  a  little  breathing 
space,  so  that  we  have  our  backs  to  the  villa  gates 
and  get  clear  a  moment  of  one  half  the  pressure. 

At  that  moment  I  see  Raffiielino. 

He  is  running,  not  creeping  fox-like,  as  he  should 
do,  for  the  canes  to  shield  him  ;  but  running  erect, 
his  feet  are  bare  as  in  his  childish  days  over  the  stones 
of  Verona,  that  he  may  speed  himself  the  quicker ; 
his  fair  tangled   hair   is    blowing    back    from    his 
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luce.  He  lias  picked  up  a  sliattered  standard 
somewhere,  and  the  colours  of  Free  Italy  float 
from  him  as  he  comes. 

He  waves  it  and  cries  aloud  to  me,  the  dear,  rash, 
impatient,  unselfish  little  lad  ;  because  he  knows 
that,  in  such  straits  as  om's,  hope,  being  a  moment 
delayed,  may  be  too  late  forever. 

He  cries  to  me,  the  little  dear,  brave  lad — 

"  Hold  out  ten  minutes,  and  they  are  here." 

Then,  as  he  speaks,  there  is  a  shower  of  green 
leaves  above  his  head  ;  he  throws  his  curls  back 
^^•itll  a  strange  dizzy  gesture  ;  then  he  stops  short 
there  in  the  grassy  path,  with  all  the  vines  and 
the  rose-laurels  close  about  him  ;  then  down  he 
falls,  face  forward,  on  the  turf. 

They  have  shot  him  from  behind  the  laurel- 
hedge. 

What  it  does  to  me  I  know  not;  I  only  know 
that  all  the  rage  of  desert  lions  wounded,  and  all 
their  strength  with  it,  seems  to  pom-  into  me. 

Seeing  the  child  fall  there,  I  only  know  that  I 
pierce  the  storm  of  shot,  and  cleave  the  pressure  of 
the  Austrians  with  a  fmy  before  which  all  is  borne 
down  as  before  the  rush  of  a  mountain  tempest. 
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I  only  know  that  so  do  the  agony  and  ven- 
geance in  my  soul  set  light  to  the  passions  of 
every  Italian  with  me  in  that  hour,  that,  ere  the  ten 
minutes  are  spent,  ere  the  Sardinians  are  with  us, 
Ave — not  thirty  men  in  all,  and  famt  and  bleeding, 
and  far  outnumbered — have  driven  the  foe  out  fi'om 
the  coui'ts  and  gardens,  and  hurled  them  on  to  meet 
their  death  under  the  hewing  steel  and  trampling 
hoofs  of  the  Sarde  horsemen  as  the}'  sweep  up  to 
aid  us  b}'  the  river's  course. 

And  then — Avhen  it  is  all  over,  and  the  place  is 
clear,  and  over  the  broad  plain  all  men  know  that 
Italy  has  "won — then  I  go  and  find  the  dear  child, 
there  where  he  fell,  with  the  torn  flag  under  limi, 
and  the  rosy  laurel  flowers  hanging  their  clusters 
over  his  pretty  head. 

Is  he  quite  dead  ? 

Not  quite.  When  I  lift  him,  his  heavy,  blue- 
veined  lids  raise  themselves,  and  his  eyes  smile. 
But  I,  who  have  seen  so  man}'  men  die,  know  that 
this  is  Death,  though  the  strong  sun  still  shines  so 
clearly  and  the  rose-laurels  blow  in  the  wind. 

"  Give  it  me,"  he  says  softly  ;  his  voice  is  barelj' 
audible. 
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They  have  shot  him  in  the  chest,  and  he  bleeds 
to  death  internally. 

I  know  what  he  means. 

I  unstrap  his  knapsack  and  take  out  the  little 
viol  that  he  used  to  play  on  m  the  moonlight  in  the 
arch  of  the  coppersmith's  door  in  sad  Yerona. 

He  thanks  me  with  his  sweet,  wistful,  shining 
eyes,  and  tries  to  touch  the  chords. 

It  is  of  no  use ;  he  has  no  strength  left.  He 
tries  no  longer  ;  his  hand  falls,  and  he  sighs  a  little, 
whilst  the  rose-laurels  brush  his  curls. 

"  Take  it  to  her  from  me,"  he  murmurs.  "  Per- 
haps she  Avill  remember  a  little — now  and  then." 

Then  he  lifts  his  face,  like  a  tii'ed  child,  and  kisses 
me  on  the  cheek,  and  smiles  against  the  sun. 

"Do  the  dead  grilli  sing  where  God  is?"  he 
says ;  and  then  the  breath  quivers  a  moment  on 
liis  mouth,  and  the  eyelids  fall,  and  I  know  that  he 

sees  the  sun  no  more. 

***** 

At  evening  on  that  day  all  men  praise  me,  and 
they  speak  great  tilings  of  my  leadership  whereby 
the  villa  was  won ;  and  even  my  kmg  gives  me 
brave  words  upon  tlie  field;  and  I,  Pascarel,  the 
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player,  have  won  a  name  as  a  soldier  of  Italy  that 
is  not  unAvorthy  the  dead  PascarMli  who  live  in 
stone  in  the  crj-pts  and  the  cloisters. 

But  I  hear  it  all  as  in  a  dream ;  I  see  it  all  as 
through  half-blind  eyes. 

AVhat  I  hear  is  the  song  of  the  giilli  that  is- 
silent  forevermore  with  all  the  rest  of  the  sweet 
wild  music  that  lived  in  that  innocent  soul.  AVliat 
I  see  is  the  tender  body  of  PvaflFaelino,  where  we 
have  laid  it  in  the  silent  hall  of  the  villa,  with  the 
moonbeams  shining  white  about  his  head,  and  on 
his  breast  a  knot  of  the  red  rose-laurel. 

Ah,  God !  it  is  as  cruel  as  to  wring  the  throat  of 
a  bird  in  full  song.  Ah,  God  !  the  fair  dawn  that 
will  have  no  noon ;  the  sweet  blossom  that  will 
have  no  flower  ! 


CHAPTEE   VI. 

RED    AND    GOLD. 

Y  father  tells  me  to  put  on  that  cinquecento 
dress  of  red  and  gold,  and  set  the  rose- 
diamonds  he  save  me  in  my  breast  and 
hair,  and  be  read}'  for  a  great  masque  at  a  great 
palace  to-night,  when  all  Florence  is  mad  and 
drmik  with  joy. 

Here  in  the  stillness  of  the  villa  gardens,  up 
where  St  a.  Margharita  lifts  her  little  bell-tower  to 
heaven,  even  here,  though  so  high  in  the  hills,  the 
sound  of  the  people's  rejoicing  comes  to  me  all  the 
day  long,  as  the  heavy  sough  of  a  distant  sea  rolls 
up  to  those  who  sit  on  the  cliffs  above. 
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I  have  told  tlieni  I  am  tii-ed  and  so  cannot  see  the 
city  in  her  festivity  to-day.  But  it  is  not  true. 
The  truth  is,  that  I  shudder  from  the  shouts  of 
homage  and  the  sight  of  mirth. 

For  he  is  not  dead ;  he  has  even  done  great 
things  upon  those  terrible  plains — so  rumour 
saj's ;  giving  him  the  green  bay  of  the  patriot  in 
lieu  of  the  paper  laurels  of  the  player.  But  I  cannot 
go  down  into  his  Florence,  this  the  first  day  her 
troops  return  to  her.  I  cannot  risk  to  see  his  face  as 
strangers  see  it,  and  look  upon  him  m  the  press  of 
the  glad  streets,  maimed,  perhaps,  -svar-worn,  dust- 
covered,  lame  with  long  marches  in  the  summer 
suns — as  heaven  laiows  I  may. 

And  little  'Ino ;  my  rash  words  must  have  sent 
him  to  the  front,  for  they  know  nothing  of  him  m 
that  old  cool  cj-press-shaded  chamber  behind  the 
Torrigianni  Palace  ;  and  I  can  hear  nothing  of  him 
— a  mere  little  lad,  a  mere  grain  of  dust  in  the  great 
plains,  a  mere  drop  of  blood  in  the  vast  sea  of 
carnage. 

]Men  make  no  account  of  him.  I  cannot  hear 
if  he  be  living  or  dead ;  \\\y  poor  little  bright 
playmate,  who  stood  and  sang  with  me  that  day  of 
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carnival  in  old  Verona.  And  whatever  liis  fate  be, 
I  sent  him  to  it. 

Ah !  why  do  we  frail,  foolish,  fire-filled  things 
that  they  call  women  live  only  to  hurt  and  kill  ? — 
all  heedlessly  as  children  catch  at  flies  ? 

My  heart  is  heavy  as  I  sit  within  all  the  long 
luminous  Tuscan  day,  and  hear  the  echo  of  the 
people's  mirth,  the  thunder  of  the  guns,  the  tramp 
of  marching  columns,  the  roll  of  beaten  drums  that 
comes  dulled  by  distance  up  the  olive  slopes  upon 
my  ear. 

But  when  the  da}^  is  dead  I  cannot  have  the 
sad  luxury  of  solitude  longer.  My  father  and  cousin 
will  not  be  denied.  I  put  on  the  masque  dress  \vith 
the  diamonds  that  Varko  pamted,  and  I  make  ready 
for  the  festa  of  the  night. 

It  is  a  wonderful  and  costl}'  thing,  this  dress  ;  I 
have  not  worn  it  yet  in  public.  The  tram  is  cloth 
of  gold,  and  the  scarlet  skirts  beneath  are  sown 
with  Httle  diamonds.  It  was  my  father's  fancy, 
copied  from  some  old  Florentine  picture  that  he 
has. 

It  is  very  beautiful  and  rare,  and  lights  me  like  a 
robe  of  flame,  and  makes  my  eyes  gleam  black  as 
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night,  and  ni}^  rebellions  liair  all  sliine  like  crisp  new 
gold. 

And  3'et — and  yet — I  fancy  I  looked  better  in 
the  old  yellow  and  purple  skirts,  with  ni}'  hands  full  of 
poppies  and  my  cui'ls  caught  ■v^dth  the  wild  vme. 

I  lean  on  the  terrace  balustrade,  and,  desx^ite  my 
wealth  of  diamonds,  am  sick  at  heart. 

My  cousin  joins  me  :  he  is  courtly  and  full  of 
grace  ;  but  a  great  distrust  of  him  is  always  on  me, 
and  some  memor}-  that  I  hate,  yet  cannot  dis- 
entangle, arises  in  me  always  \ai\\  the  sound  of  his 
A'oice — a  voice  ever  harsh,  however  skilfuUv  inodu- 
lated. 

This  evening,  while  the  sun  is  sinldng  over 
Carrara,  he  urges,  for  the  twentieth  time,  his  love 
upon  me. 

He  is  in  earnest,  that  I  think.  He  seeks  me  with 
passion  and  purpose  ;  and  ni}'  father  has  more  than 
once  sought  to  persuade  me  that  the  destiny  of  my 
future  3'ears  lies  here,  in  all  this  man  can  give. 

This  evening,  while  the  sun  is  red,  my  cousin 
presses  his  prayer  on  me  until  I  turn  in  weariness 
and  rebellion. 

"  Once  for  all,"  I  say  to  him,   with  a  tired  im- 
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patience  of  liis  honied  phrases  that  sound  so  poor 
and  pale  beside  the  memory  of  those  words  amongst 
the  golden  vines  under  Fiesole.  "  Once  for  all, 
-will  you  not  take  my  answer  ?  I  have  said  it  often 
— no  !  no !  no !  " 

"  I  am  then  quite  hateful  to  you  '?  "  he  asks,  very 
low. 

I  look  him  full  in  the  eyes,  and  answer 
straightly. 

"  WeU,  you  are." 

No  milder  way  will  end  his  importunity. 

Then  the  veiled  evil  in  him  wakes. 

"  That  is  your  last  word  ?  "  he  asks. 

"  My  very  last." 

"Well  then,"  he  says,  and  smiles  a  little  cloudy 
as  he  speaks.  "  "Well  then,  I  have  a  tale  to  tell 
you.  I,  straying  about  in  this  dear  Italy  of  yours, 
found  myself,  of  a  winter's  night,  in  old  Verona. 
There  was  a  masked  ball.  I  went  to  it.  Amongst 
the  crowd  there  was  a  beautiful  wild,  naughty  thing 
who  had  broken  loose  from  home  and  took  her 
pleasure  there.  I  paid  her  entrance -money ;  so  I 
know — " 

He  checked  with  a  gesture  the  cry  that  escaped 
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me,  as  the  memory  which  had  pm'sued  me  in  the 
somid  of  his  A'oice  rose  clear. 

"  Nay,  hear  me.  I  will  make  my  story  brief.  I 
had  no  thought  who  the  girl  was — a  pretty,  foolish, 
feather-bramed  fierce  thing;  but  as  tune  went  I 
found  she  bore,  rightly  or  wrongh',  the  name  I  bore 
myself.  I  lost  her  m  Verona,  and  in  the  summer  of 
the  selfsame  j'ear  I  saw  her  wandering  Tsith  some 
strolling  plaj'ers,  and  let  her  go,  for  what  was  she 
to  me?  A  little  while,  and,  through  many  deaths 
and  strange  accidents  in  rav  family,  the  lands  and 
the  titles  fell  on  one  who  had  been  disowned  by  all 
his  race  for  his  loose  living — a  worn-out  gambler,  to 
whom  fortune  came  at  last  in  much  magnificence. 
I  came  to  know  him,  since  I  was  next  of  kin,  and 
in  his  daughter  I  discovered  my  waif  and  stray 
of  the  Verona  carnival.  And  then, — foolishly,  no 
doubt, — I  gi*ew  to  love  her.  Ay,  I  do  love  lier,  that 
"I  swear  ;  and  all  a  gentleman  can  offer  to  the  woman 
lie  loves  I  offer  now  to  her.  But  if  she  tm-n 
against  me,  if  she  say  me  no  in  her  haughty,  pretty 
fashion,  that  is  half  wild  still,  then  let  her  beware. 
For,  though  she  holds  herself  so  royally,  she  is  but  a 
bastard  born.     For,  though  none  knows  it  but  mv- 
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self,  her  mother,  the  Florentme  singer,  was  no 
wife." 

The  bkiod  leajis  into  my  face,  and  seems  to  sting 
me  like  a  thousand  vipers.  Not  knowing  what  I  do, 
I  strilve  him  hotly  in  the  eyes  with  a  bough  of  the 
pomegranate  tliat  I  hold  broken  in  my  hand. 

"  It  is  a  lie  !  "  I  cry  against  him. 

He  recoils  a  moment,  pale  as  death.  Then, 
bowing  low,  he  says, — 

"  Go, — ask  yoiu"  father." 

"  You  dare  me  to  that !" 

"  Go, — ask,"  he  says  to  me  calmly,  with  a  quiet 
smile. 

I  go. 

My  father  is  there  in  the  great  dusky  white  room 
that  the  smiset  is  touching  to  all  kinds  of  tender 
hues,  like  those  that  fall  through  the  painted  case- 
ments of  gi'eat  chm-ches. 

I  go  to  him  swiftly  across  the  vast  ghstening 
floor,  very  silently ;  yet  he  looks  up  with  a  startled 
glance  in  liis  cold  clear  ej'es. 

Perhaps  I  look  strangely  ;  I  do  not  know ;  my 
mouth  bui*ns  and  my  face  is  flushed.  I  feel  lost,  and 
amazed,  and  feverish,  and  vaguely  frightened,  as  I  did 
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Avlieii  I  was  astray  in  the  press  and  fury  of  tlie 
Veglione. 

"Is  it  true?"  I  ask  liiin. 

He  looks  me  full  in  the  face,  and  smiles  a  little 
— slowl}'. 

"Is  what  true'?" 

"  That  my  mother  was  not  j'our  wife  ?  " 
The  smile  lingers  on  his  mouth.     It  is  ver}'  cruel 
though  so  slight. 

"  What  does  it  matter  ?     ^lariuccia  thought  her 
so  ;  think  3'ou  so  if  you  like." 

My  own  voice  seems  to  choke  me  as  I  say — 
"  Mariuccia  thought  so  ?     Yet  it  was  a  lie.     Is 
that  your  answer  ?  " 

He  looks  at  me  coldly,  full  in  the  eyes — 
"  She  Avas  a  singer.  I  never  married  her.  Why 
should  I  ?  You  had  never  known  it,  had  you  been 
wiser  and  listened  to  j'om*  cousin.  These  things 
can  be  ke^^t  unseen  in  the  same  family.  But  with 
another  there  would  be  trouble  ;  one  would  need  to 
tell  the  truth.  What  can  it  matter  ?  You  have  all 
3'ou  want.  You  are  called  a  great  lady,  and  no  one 
has  looked  too  closely — j'et.  Some  money  I  can 
leave  3'ou,  and  3'ou  are  rich  in  jewels.  For,  in  a  way, 
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-1  love  you,  'Nella;  you  are  beautiful,  as  a  picture 
is,  and  3'our  wild  grace  is  channing,  and  you  fool 
men  with  true  woman's  skill.  But  if  you  be  Avise, 
j-ou  will  wed  witli  your  cousin.  No  questions  then, 
and  the  old  name  your  own,  with  no  bar  sinister. 
Mariuccia  was  a  poor  old  purblind  fool ;  she  thought 
your  mother  was  a  wedded  wife,  and  who  should 
undeceive  her  ?  Pshaw!  why  look  at  me  Hke  that  ? 
I  never  told  you  an}-  lie — not  I.  Go  and  marr}' 
with  your  cousin,  and  who  will  know  it  then  ?  It 
rests  A\dth  you." 

I  am  silent. 

My  father  rises,  with  a  certain  trouble  on  his 
face  that  for  once  clouds  its  cool  serenity.  He  tries 
to  touch  my  liaii',  but  I  avoid  him  by  a  gesture  that 
makes  him  shrink  a  little. 

"  Nay,  'Nella,  why  take  it  to  heart  hke  that  ?  "  he 
saj's,  with  a  tone  in  his  voice  that  is  half  pity  and 
half  derision.  "  You  thought  yom-  mother  married ; 
well,  that  was  Mariuccia's  fault,  not  mine.  I  never 
told  you  so.  And,  indeed,  to  quiet  her,  she  passed 
as  my  wife,  to  others,  for  most  of  the  few  short  years 
she  lived.  What  had  you  to  complain  of  ? — nothing 
surely.    Most  men  would  have  put  you  in  a  convent 
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or  had  3'on  taught  some  useful  trade,  or  left  yow.  as  a 
model  to  your  friends  the  painters.  But  I  have  dealt 
with  you  as  though  you  were  my  heiress.  And  I— I 
promised  your  mother  when  she  died — I  have  told 
no  one,  have  told  no  one  :  not  even  your  friend  the 
vagabond  player,  when  he  upbraided  me  for  my 
neglected  duties  with  a  furia  only  possible  to  a 
flame -tongue  d  Italian.  No  one  knows  4t,  save  your 
cousin ;  and  he,  you  should  be  told,  found  it  out  long, 
long  ago,  from  following  you  one  night  in  old  Verona, 
when  you  broke  away  fi'om  home  and  ran  in  mischief 
to  the  Veglione.  You  never  saw  liis  face  that  night, 
but  he  remembered  yours.  Now  see  you  this,  'Nella, 
if  you  be  wise,  your  secret  is  his  ;  wed  with  him.  He 
has  a  gTeat  passion  for  you,  and  is  sincere, — so  far, 
— but  if  you  cross  him  what  can  I  do  for  you  ? — No- 
thing. He  can  strike  you  with  that  sole  sure  weapon 
— truth.  And  you  will  feel  your  fall.  For  you 
have  wasted  wealth  as  though  3'ou  were  an  empress 
born ;  and  jou  are  one  of  those  wild,  wayward, 
gi'aceful,  useless,  pretty  things,  with  nothing  but  a 
picture  of  a  face  and  a  bird's  trick  of  song.  You 
are  one  of  those  who  will  not  like  the  world,  carina 
mia,  unless  its  soil  be  velvet  to  vour  foot.     Be  wise 
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while  there  is  time,  and  rest  a  great  lady  always. 
Wed  yoiu'  cousin." 

And  with  that  my  father  rises  and  leaves  the 
chamber,  already  weary  of  a  theme  that  has  no 
pleasm-e  in  it.  I  stand  in  the  red  smiset  light,  look- 
ing out  blankly  on  the  glory  of  the  oleander  flowers 
that  fill  the  open  casement  with  their  fire. 

Is  all  the  world  a  lie  ? 


CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  BROKEN  BUBBLE. 

HAT  is  it  I  feel  ? 

I  scarce!}^  know.  I  act  witliDut  knowing 
— only  stung  into  a  bitter,  burning,  all- 
corroding  shame,  that  drives  me  like  a  whip  of 
scorpions. 

Oh,  poor  little  fool,  who  sat  upon  the  broken 
staii-s  shellmg  the  beans  at  ]Mariuccia's  feet,  and 
prattled  of  a  great  past  and  a  great  future  alike 
alHed  to  me  by  the  golden  and  magic  chain  of  biilh  ! 
Oh,  poor  vain,  baby  dreamer,  idler  than  the  child 
that  blows  soap  bubbles  in  the  sun,  who  had  come 
liitlier  across  the  mountains,  with  mv  "olden  florins 
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for  all  my  store,  doubtinij  not  that  the  purjiles  of 
some  mighty  destiny  would  enfold  me  as  soon  as  I 
should  open  the  gates  of  the  south  ! 

Was  ever  anything  more  intiful,more  foolish,  more 
pathetically  lonely,  more  grotesquely  fooled  than  I  ? 
Was  ever  any  hapless  idiot,  thinking  himself  the 
sovereign  of  the  woild,  under  a  crown  of  straw, 
more  deluded  and  more  desolate  than  I  have  been 
when  I  have  played  at  greatness  ? 

A  withering  shame  consumes  me  ;  the  humiliation 
clings  to  me  like  Glance's  Aveb  of  fire. 

My  poor  poor  mother  too  !  In  the  scorch  and 
fury  of  my  own  wretchedness  tears  well  into  my 
eyes  as  I  think  of  her — think  no  blame  ;  ah  no  ! 
heaven  forbid  !  Doubtless  her  fault  of  love  was  pm'er 
and  more  innocent  by  far  than  my  rank  greed  of  self. 

My  cousin's  hand  puts  asunder  the  oleander 
flowers.     He  comes  and  looks  me  in  the  face. 

"  Well  ?  "  he  asks,  softly.  "  You  see  I  told  you 
truth.     Is  it  now  yes  or  no  ?  " 

I  turn  on  him  as  a  leopardess  turns  on  her 
pursuer.  The  longing  thrills  in  me  to  strike  him  in 
the  eyes,  as  I  had  done  that  winter's  day  at  dusk  in 
the  Yeronn  ■^^^■eets. 
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"  No  !  "  I  cry  to  him.  **  No  !  a  million  times  ! 
^N'liat !  you  think  my  fear  is  greater  tlian  my  hate  ? 
Sir, — you  mistake,  then.  No,  I  say.  No,  no,  no. 
Do  you  hear  ?     No — if  I  die  for  it." 

In  that  moment  I  am  all  again  the  passionate 
outraged  cliild  who  had  tied  iVum  him  in  the 
Veronese  twilight. 

The  years,  the  dignities,  the  tranquil  sconi  of  my 
late  life  drop  from  me ;  I  hecome  again  only  the 
iierce,  fearless,  thoughtless,  hauglit}-  little  waif  and 
stray  whom  Pascarel  had  rescued  on  the  Yeglione 
night. 

I  leave  him  standing  there  against  the  red  oleander, 
dazed,  as  it  were,  with  the  fire  of  mv  eves  and 
speech ;  then,  without  another  word,  I  sweep  to  mj* 
own  chamber,  lock  mvself  in  from  him  and  even' 
other,  and  tear  oiF,  like  a  fi-antic  creature,  the  gold 
and  red  of  my  perfect  masque-dress.  The  shining 
skirts  fall  in  a  crushed  heap  ;  the  costly  train  is 
crumpled  up  like  wind-blown  leaves ;  I  shake  the 
jewels  from  my  breast  and  hair ;  I  pluck  the 
gi'eat  rose-diamond  from  above  nn-  eai*. 

The  things  are  to  me  hateful,  liorrible,  vile : 
my   father's   gifts,   indeed — ay,    and    so    far   justly 
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mine  ;  but  they  are  accui'sed  to  me  like  the  wages 
of  my  mother's  shame  and  death. 

I  do  not  reason  ;  I  can  only  feel. 

As  my  father  denied  me  when  I  stood  before  him 
with  my  poor  little  sceptre  of  the  peacock's  pkmies, 
so  I  deny  him  now. 

There  is  no  tie  between  us. 

As  the  law  yields  me  no  rights  on  liim,  so  I  will 
yield  him  no  rights  on  me. 

My  heaii  burns  that  I  have  ever  eaten  his  bread 
and  ever  spent  his  gold. 

A  madness  of  determination  comes  to  me.  I  will 
not  stay  for  the  smile  and  sneer  of  the  women  I 
have  reigned  over,  of  the  men  I  have  made  my 
slaves.  I  will  not  stay  an  hour  more  in  this,  the 
second  paradise  of  lies,  that  has  lulled  me  to  sleep 
sweet  as  the  lotus,  deadly  as  the  upas. 

I  am  useless ;  a}',  indeed  ;  but  still  I  have  ni}' 
voice.  It  can  chainu  courts,  let  it  charm  nations. 
I  can  be  once  more  the  jieople's  Uccello. 

All,  no  !  never  agam  that.  Never  again  the 
light-hearted  and  thoughtless  child  that  sang 
to  the  listening  Tuscans  when  the  lucciole  lit 
the  plains.      The  best  that  can  be  before  me,  if 
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a  life  of  triumph,  yet  must  be  a  life  of  utter 
loneliness. 

My  heart  gi'ows  sick  with  dread  and  longing. 

I  do  not  reason ;  I  can  only  feel. 

Between  my  father's  life  and  mine  there  is  a  deep 
gulf  fixed.  It  is  the  darkness  of  my  mother's- 
grave. 

It  is  evening.  The  sun  is  gone.  The  shadow  of 
night  is  here,  even  on  these  heights  by  Santa 
JNlargharita. 

I  leave  aside  every  coin,  every  gem,  every  triHo  oi 
luxury  or  cost  I  ever  have  possessed.  I  leave  aside 
all  my  splendid  costumes  and  my  priceless  diamonds. 
I  wrap  myself  in  a  dark  cloak,  and  cast  a  veil  about 
my  head,  and,  without  the  value  of  a  copperj^tiece 
upon  me,  I  undo  the  bar  of  a  side  door  that  look& 
upon  the  gardens  and  pass  out.  On  the  threshold 
1  linger  and  look  back. 

Lights  are  burning  in  the  wide  chamber.  The 
glittering  tilings  I  have  thrown  down  catch  the  re- 
flection; sumptuousness,  grace,  ease — all  are  s^^n- 
bolised  in  them. 

Am  I  unhappy  because  I  leave  them  *?     Xo. 

Mv  whole  life  is    on    fire  with    ishame,  and  mv 
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whole  soul  is  sick  with  fiilsehood.  But  amidst  it 
all  a  strange  sweet  thrill  stirs ;  for  I  am  free. 

It  has  been  but  a  gilded  slavery,  this  grand  and 
gorgeous  pageantry  of  tlie  great  world. 

I  long  for  the  bree/y  downs,  and  the  wild  hillsides, 
and  the  sweet  libeily  of  untrammelled  movement, 
and  the  jieaeeful  sleep  of  healthful  tired  limbs.  And 
yet — oh,  God  !  I  shudder  as  I  think — my  life  will  be 
alone,  all  alone  always. 

What  beauty  will  the  daybreak  smile  on  me  ? 
"What  fragrance  will  the  hill-side  bear  for  me  as  I 
roam  ? 

I  shall  see  the  sun  for  ever  through  my  tears. 
Around  me  on  the  summer  earth  there  will  be 
forever  silence.     For  Love  has  left  me. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


THE    LILY   AND    THE    LAUREL. 

I  UNBAE,  the  door  and  pass  into  the  coohiess  of 
the  early  night.  Down  tliere  where  Florence  lies 
it  seems  ahve  with  tire.  Tlie  people  rejoice  for 
their  heroes. 

Witliout  any  thought  or  measure  of  what  may 
befoll  to  me,  or  whither  I,  penniless  and  defence- 
less, may  hereafter  go, — I  leave  the  gardens  b}'  the 
path  that  passes  through  the  olive  woods,  and  once 
more  drifting  hke  a  snapped  flower  on  the  wind, 
I  set  mv  face  towai-ds  the  citv. 

The  night  is  perfect. 

All  the  hillside  is  hushed  to  an  intense  stillness. 
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The  olive  ViTOods  upon  Arcetri  are  white  as  silver  in 
the  moon.  The  hills  are  steeped  in  radiance. 
The  roses  underneath  the  vines  are  bright  as  in  the 
day. 

From  the  depth  where  the  massed  lights  of  the 
town  are  shining  there  come  sounds  of  music, 
outcries  of  the  populace,  deep  shouts  that  rise  and 
lose  themselves  like  echouig  thunder  amongst  the 
mountains  lying  round.  Florence  rejoices  m  her 
strength ;  to  her,  as  her  dower,  Hercules  gave  the 
dragon's  teeth,  and  she  has  soAvn  them  on  her 
sacred  soil,  and  they  have  sprung  uj)  armed  men 
who  have  held  her  own  again  and  again  against  the 
world,  and  have  not  failed  her  now. 

I  go  down  the  old  green  familiar  ways ;  the 
fieldmice  run  from  my  feet  amongst  the  tulip  roots  ; 
just  so,  down  tliis  very  path  stole  Lucrezia  to  Fra 
LijDpi,  but  I  am  alone — all  alone. 

They  will  tliink  I  am  safe  m  my  chamber.  They 
will  not  seek  for  me  to-night.  And  by  morning  I 
must  be  away  somewhere  ;  away  seeking  for  work. 

I  have  nothing  even  to  buy  bread  with  on  the 
morrow. 

It  is  no  worse  with  me  than  it  was  in  this  very 
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city  when  uihUt  the  old  trees  I  hiid  sat  and  wept 
iiiv  lieai't  out  Ijecause  I  was  a  be<'''ar.  And  vet 
how  i>nuh  poorer  1  am  I  for  then  1  liad  all  my 
dreams,  and  all  things  were  possible  to  me.  But 
now  I  have  nothing,  not  even  a  hope,  only  a  dead 
rose  on  my  heart  that  I  shall  ask  them  to  bury 
with  me  as  old  Giudetta  asked. 

I'it'ty  years  she  lived  with  one  memory  shut  in 
her  soul,  darning  the  dancers'  maglie,  and  tliink- 
ing  of  the  love  of  her  youth.  Oh,  Ck^I  I — is  that 
all  the  I'uture  holds  for  me  ? 

I  tremble  and  gi'ow  sick  with  fear  as  I  thread 
the  olives  and  vines  to  the  city. 

But  I  never  pause  and  look  back,  not  once  ;  I 
seem  to  hear  ^Nlariuccia  say  in  the  still  cool 
night,  "  Tjive  on  the  shame  and  the  sorrow  of  your 
mother  ?  nay,  nnima  mia,  be  strong  and  die 
first." 

Is  it  a  folly  that  ? — I  do  not  know.  I  do  not 
think,  I  say  ;  I  only  feel ;  and  I  keep  my  face  straight 
to  the  city. 

The  masque  dress  I  threw  aside  was  put  on  for 
a  i)alace  festa.  The  whole  town  is  wild  with  ju- 
bilee.    The  shouts  roll  deep  like  the  war-cry  of  lions 
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All    down    the   water    side    the    Liinps    and    the 
torches  burn  bv  millions.     The  bridjifes  are  lines  of 


*o^ 


lire.  Great  N'ecehiu  glows  like  a  lighted  beacon 
agrtinst  the  clouds.  The  river  is  a  sea  of  flashing 
colour,  from  the  many-hued  globes  of  the  illumined 
boats.  Laughter  and  music,  and  the  ring  of 
choruses,  and  the  call  of  trumpets,  and  the  surge- 
like sound  of  an  ever  moving  mass  of  men  grow 
nearer  and  nearer,  as  I  pass  through  the  gates,  and 
into  the  Street  of  the  May  time. 

Everj'W'here  the  night  is  bright  as  the  day.  Long 
garlands  swing  from  one  side  of  the  street  to  the 
other.  The  old  grim  iron-bound  houses  are  hidden 
in  flowers  and  foliage.  Under  the  feet  are  dropped 
blossoms,  and  above  head  is  a  maze  of  roses.  Xot 
a  single  casement,  not  the  poorest,  but  has  hung 
out  its  basket  of  flowers  ;  great  lilies,  wild  pop- 
pies, tuberoses,  coils  of  vme,  trails  of  ivy,  leaves 
of  arums,  everywhere  in  the  streets  they  are 
shedding  their  sweet  woodland  dews  on  the 
stones. 

The  reign  of  feasts  and  of  flowers  has  followed 
the  season  of  death.  All  Florence  is  out  to-night, 
drunk  with  freedom  and  crowned  with  victor}-. 
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Everj'^vlicre  the  great  arched  lioiise  doors  stand 
open.  Everywhere  gi'oups  of  soldiers  are  drinking  or 
dancing.  Anns  iire  piled  in  the  sciuares.  Women 
•waltz  down  the  grim  passage-ways  singing. 

Conscripts  war-stained  and  dust-covered  tell 
tales  to  a  wondering  crowd. 

Tables  are  spread  under  the  stars  :  mider  the 
Garlands  that  the  wind  tosses  hither  and  thither. 

Bells  are  pealing;  cannon  are  firing:  great 
sheaves  of  coloured  fires  are  launched  to  the 
clouds.  In  the  churches  they  chaunt  orisons.  In 
the  palaces  they  will  dance  till  the  da^vn. 

In  the  woods  by  the  river  the  troops  are 
bivouacked;  and  there  in  the  fields  the  men  and 
the  maidens  reel  and  spin,  and  leap  suid  laugh, 
to  the  wildest  mirth  and  melody. 

For  in  the  Field  of  Flowers,  for  the  hundreth 
time,  they  have  planted  the  Laurel. 

The  diidness  makes  me  colder  and  wearier  as  I 
ao.  The  lialit  and  laughter  would  drive  me  home- 
ward  in  desolation,  had  I  a  home  to  shelter  me. 

Vaguely  I  feel  that  the  people  look  upon  me  in 
wonder.  I,  a  dark,  veiled,  shivering  thing,  a  blot 
on  the    endless    radiance — Ginevra.   in    her    cere- 
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clothes,  nmidst  the  mad  mnsquiiifi  of  an  universal 
Carnival. 

Hut  tliev  part  in  reverence  hefore  me,  and  are  a 
little  quiet  as  I  pass  them  ;  they  think  that  I  mourn 
some  dead  soldier  lying  in  the  maize-fields  beneatli 
the  shadow  of  tlie  Alps.  I  inourn  the  dead,  in- 
deed ;  dead  days,  dead  love,  dead  liberty. 

But  my  dead  I  slew  with  my  own  hand,  all  witting 
what  I   did.     That  I  am  now  alone  is  just — quite 
ust. 

But  justice  is  hard. 

It  jjresses  on  my  life  like  lead.  I  shut  my  eyes 
to  shut  out  from  me  the  fi'olie  and  the  brilliancy 
around,  and  stumble  on  with  little  thouqht  or 
pm'pose  across  the  river  and  into  the  heart  of  the 
city. 

What  can  I  do  ?  I  know  no  more  than  Icnew 
Ginevra ;  homeless  and  denied,  with  every  heart 
and  every  house  closed  aoamst  her.  But  Ginevra 
had  one  refuge — I  have  none. 

As  I  go  the  throngs  grow  thicker,  they  push 
more  eagerly.  •  Their  passionate  dark  faces  glow  ; 
their  voices  pour  forth  torrents  of  joyous  words  ; 
their    holidav     dresses    i>leam    sfailv    against    the 
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shadows  and  the  stone  fronts  of  the  buildings  ; 
they  dash  the  tears  from  their  eyes  for  the  dead  ; 
they  laugh  with  proud  joy  in  the  living.  And  from 
mouth  to  mouth,  as  in  the  niglit  of  the  Carnival 
Fair,  one  name  runs  more  audible  than  an}' 
other : — 

"  Pascarel !— II  Pascarello  !  " 
I  catch   the    flying   skirts   of  a   woman   as  she 
hurries  by  me. 

"  He  is  here  !     Pascarel '?  " 

She  twitches  her  garments  from  me  in  good- 
humom-ed  haste. 

"Ay!  He  talks  to  the  people  on  the  Place  of 
the  Signoria.  He  has  done  great  things  in  the 
war,  tliej'  sa}'." 

"Without  well  knowmg  what  I  do,  I  too  follow 
with  the  pressing  crowds  who  are  hastening  under 
the  Ai-ches  of  the  Ufiizii,  where  tlie  red  and  white 
banners  are  tossing  as  in  the  midnight  of  the 
Carnival  Fau". 

As  we  go  under  the  arcades  we  pass  a  little  con- 
tadina  in  all  the  bravery  of  festal  ornament ; 
great  beads  glitter  at  her  throat ;  golden  pins 
shake  in  her  hair ;  all   colours  vie  as  in  the  rain- 


THE  FIELD  OF  FLOWERS.  337 

bow  in  her  skirts ;  she  laughs,  and  shows  her 
white  teeth,  grinning  as  she  sets  them  in  the 
velvet  skin  of  a  peach  ;  she  pushes  a  young  slin\ 
stripling  before  her,  and  scolds  him  with  shrill 
laugliter,  mocking  at  a  tremor  that  shakes  his  limbs, 
and  a  pallor  that  blanches  his  cheek. 

"  To  let  a  look  at  his  face  unman  you  lilce  that, 
you  simpleton  !  "  she  cries  ;  and  drives  him  before 
her,  crushing  out  the  juice  of  the  peach  between  her 
rosy  lips. 

It  is  Brunotta. 

So  well  goes  life  with  the  Unfaithful. 

I  draw  mj'  veil  closer  about  my  head,  and  am 
borne  by  the  strong  swift  tide  of  the  hurrying 
crowd  into  the  Place  of  the  Signoria,  by  tlie 
Loggia  of  the  Lances,  under  the  Palace  of  tlie 
People,  where  the  bab}'  Cellini  used  to  sit  tlu'oned 
on  liis  ser\'ant's  shoulders,  to  sing  his  little  son^ 
and  pipe  liis  little  carol  to  the  grave  ears  of  the 
great  Gonfaloniere. 

The  square  is  packed  close  with  a  listening 
people.  Their  faces  are  all  upturned  like  the  ears 
of  wheat  that  a  strong  wind  lifts  to  heaven,  x\ll 
the  lines  of  the  mighty  building  are  traced  out  by 
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running  lines  of  fire.  Jets  of  flame,  nnd  garlands 
of  flowers,  and  blazonries  of  sliieldsi,  and  folds  of 
standards,  all  shine  together  against  the  moon. 

On  the  steps  of  Orcagna's  Loggia,  whence  of  old 
the  magistracy  were  wont  to  harangue  the  city, 
with  their  faces  set  to  the  mountains,  and  the  keen 
hill  winds  blowing  their  robes  of  office,  on  the 
steps  betwixt  the  two  lions,  Pascarel  stands,  and 
speaks  to  the  Florentines. 

There  is  the  red-cross  banner  above  his  head  ;  he 
wears  the  simple  garb  of  the  Tuscan  volunteer,  on 
his  chest  there  is  the  cross  of  valour,  and  on  the 
stones  at  his  feet  there  lie  laurel  crowns  and 
clusters  of  lilies  that  the  people  have  flmig  to  him. 

The  moon  shines  upon  his  delicate  dark  face  ; 
his  straight,  poet-like  brows  ;  his  dreaming  eyes, 
that  have  at  once  the  scholar's  sadness  and  the 
soldier's  passions. 

The  multitude  is  hushed  to  perfect  stiUness. 
They  love  him  too  well  to  lose  a  single  word. 

He  is  telling  them  a  legend  in  that  ft\ntastic 
humour  which  has  flashed  for  so  many  centuries 
from  beneath  the  tri-cornered  hat  oi  Tuscim 
StentereUo. 
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Dear  to  them  before,  he  is  now  to  them  sacred ; 
lie  who  has  come  fortli  from  the  heat  and  the  dust 
of  those  fiehls  of  bloodslied  with  the  splendour  of 
great  and  darmg  deeds  to  lend  their  lustre  to  his 
name,  and  twine  the  bay-leaves  of  the  patriot  round 
the  harlequin's  wand  of  the  plaj-er. 

I  crouch  down  in  the  deepest  shadow  on  the 
lowest  step,  and  gaze  upward  at  him,  and  drink  in 
the  sweet  and  silver  sounds  of  liis  voice,  until  the 
love  I  bear  him,  and  the  loss  of  him,  make  me  mad 
as  'Dino's  Pazza  was,  calling  for  ever  on  the  grave 
to  yield  her  dead. 

He  was  all  mine  ; — all  mine  ; — dear  God  !  Mine 
all  the  rich,  glad,  fearless  freedom  of  his  life  ; 
mine  all  the  rapturous  caressing,  priceless  passion 
of  his  love  ; — mine  all !     And  I  have  lost  them. 

The  war  has  left  him  life,  but  he  is  dead  to 
me. 

And  yet  I  listen  as  he  speaks  to  the  people.  I, 
iithirst  for  the  mere  echo  of  his  step  as  dying  men 
in  deserts  for  the  fountains  of  lost  lands. 
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OU  know  how  S.  jNIicliael  made  the 
Italian  ? "  he  is  sa3'ing  to  them,  and 
the  clear  crystal  ring  of  the  sonorous 
Tuscan  reaches  to  the  farthest  corner  of  the  square. 
"  Nay  ? — oh,  for  shame  !  Well,  tJien,  it  was  in  this 
fasliion  ;  long,  long  ago,  when  the  world  was  but 
just  called  from  chaos,  the  Dominiddio  was  tired, 
as  you  all  know,  and  took  liis  rest  on  the  seventh 
day  ;  and  foui'  of  the  saints,  George  and  Denis  and 
Jago  and  Michael,  stood  round  him  with  their 
wings  folded  and  their  swords  idle. 

"So  to  them  the  good  Lord  said :  '  Look  at 
those  odds  and  ends,  that  are  all  lying  about  after 
the  earth  is  set  rollmg.  Gather  them  up,  and 
make  them  into  four  living  nations  to  peoj^le  the 
globe.'     The  saints  obeyed  and  set  to  the  work. 

*'  S.  George  got  a  piece  of  piu"e  gold  and  a  huge 
lump  of  lead,  and  buried  the  gold  in  the  lead,  so 
that  none  ever  would  guess  it  was  there,  and  so  sent 
it  rolling  and  bumping  to  earth,  and  called  it  the 
English  people. 

"  S.  Jago  got  a  bladder  filled  with  wind,  and  put 
in  it  the  heart  of  a  fox,  and  the  fans;  of  a  Avolf.  and 
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whilst  it  puft'ed  and  swelled  like  the  frog  that  called 
itself  a  biill,  it  \vas  despatched  to  the  world  as  the 
Spaniard. 

"  S.  Denis  did  better  than  that ;    he    caught   a 
simbeani  fl3"ing,  and  he  tied  it  with  a  bright  knot  of 
ribbons,  and  he  flashed  it  on  earth  as  the  people  of 
France  ;  only,  alas !  he  made  two  mistakes,  he  gave 
it  no  ballast,  and  he  dyed  the  ribbons  bloodred. 

"Now  S.  Michael,  marking  their  errors,  caught 
i\  simbeam  like^^•ise,  and  many  other  things,  too  ; 
a  mask  of  velvet,  a  poniard  of  steel,  the  chords  of 
a  lute,  the  heart  of  a  child,  the  sigh  of  a  poet,  the 
kiss  of  a  lover,  a  rose  out  of  paradise,  and  a  silver 
•string  from  an  angel's  lyre. 

"  Then  with  these  in  his  hand  he  went  and  knelt 
down  at  the  throne  of  the  Father.  '  Dear  and  gi-eat 
Lord,'  he  prayed,  '  to  make  my  work  perfect,  give 
me  one  thing  ;  give  me  a  smile  of  God.'  And  God 
smiled. 

"  Then  S.  Michael  sent  his  creation  to  earth,  and 
called  it  the  Italian. 

"  But — most  unhappily,  as  chance  would  have 
it — Satanus,  watching  at  the  gates  of  hell,  thought 
to  himself,  '  If  I  spoil  not  his  work,  earth  will  be 
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Eden  in  Itah.'  So  lie  drew  his  bow  in  enrs*,  and 
sped  a  poisoned  arrow  ;  and  the  arrow  cleft  the 
rose  of  paradise,  and  broke  the  silver  string  of  the 
angel. 

"And  to  this  day  the  ItaUan  keeps  the  smile  that 
God  gave  in  his  eyes ;  but  in  his  heart  the  devil's 
arrow  rankles  still. 

"  Some  call  this  barbed  sliaft  Cruelty ;  some 
Superstition  ;  some  Ignorance ;  some  Priestcraft ; 
maybe  its  poison  is  drawn  from  all  four ;  be  it 
how  it  may,  it  is  the  duty  of  all  Italians  to  pluck 
hard  at  the  arrow  of  hell,  so  that  the  smile  of  God 
alone  shall  remain  with  theii"  children's  children. 

"  Yonder  in  the  plains  we  have  done  much  ;  the 
rest  will  lie  with  you,  the  Freed  Nation." 


A  shout  from  the  people  dro\nis  his  voice  and 
stays  it  for  a  moment,  the  shout  of  assent  and  of 
homage,  of  love  for  him  and  of  love  for  the 
country. 

For  a  Avhile  I  hear  notliing. 

I  weep  as  women  must  Aveep  by  the  grave  of 
some  noble  dead  thing  they  have  lost.  All  my  soul 
goes  forth  to  him  on  fire.     All  the  passion  that  he 
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taught  me  that  night  of  the  saints,  amongst  the 
goklen  vines  beneath  Fiesole,  bimis  in  me  and 
consumes  me  with  its  longing  and  despair.  Not 
knowing  what  I  do,  I  stretch  my  arms  to  him  and 
moan  aloud  ; — none  hearken. 

For  a  little  space  I  fail  to  see  or  listen  ;  I  hear 
only  a  dull  sound,  as  a  drowning  thing  may  hear 
the  sighing  of  waters  that  devour  it ;  when  sense 
comes  back  to  me  he  is  still  speaking  to  the  people ; 
but  far  more  gi-avely  now ;  his  eyes  kindle,  his  face 
flushes,  his  voice  has  in  it  all  the  yearning  of  a 
mighty  love ;  his  words  fall  without  thought  into 
the  cadence  of  the  terza  rima. 

He  speaks  thus : 


"  All  greatest  gifts  that  have  enriched  the  modern 
world  have  come  from  Italy.  Take  those  gifts  from 
the  world,  and  it  would  lie  in  darkness,  a  dumb, 
barbaric,  joyless  thing. 

*'  Leave  Eome  alone,  or  question  as  you  will 
whether  she  were  the  mightiest  mother,  or  the 
blackest  curse  that  ever  came  on  earth.  I  do  not 
speak  of  Rome,  imperial  or  republican,  I  speak  of 
Italv. 
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"  Of  Italy,  after  tlie  gi'eatness  of  Rome  dropped  as 
the  Labarum  was  raised  on  high,  and  the  Fisher  of 
Galilee  came  to  fill  the  desolate  place  of  the 
Cffisars. 

"  Of  Ital}',  when  she  was  no  more  a  vast  do- 
minion,  ruling  over  half  the  races  of  the  globe, 
from  the  Persian  to  the  Pict,  but  a  narrow  slip 
bounded  by  Adriatic  and  Mediterranean,  di\ided 
into  hostile  sections,  racked  by  foreign  foes,  and 
torn  b}'  internecine  feud. 

"  Of  Italy,  ravaged  by  the  Longobardo,  i)luu- 
dered  by  the  French,  scoui"ged  by  the  Popes, 
tortm-ed  by  the  Kaisers  ;  of  Italy,  with  her  cities  at 
war  with  each  other,  her  dukedoms  against  her  free 
towns,  her  tyrants  in  conflict  with  her  municipali- 
ties ;  of  Ital}',  in  a  word,  as  she  has  been  from  the 
days  of  Theodoric  and  Theodolinda  to  the  days  of 
Napoleon  and  Francis  Joseph.  It  is  this  Italy 
— our  Ital}' — which  through  all  the  centmies  of 
bloodshed  and  of  suffering  never  ceased  to  bear 
aloft  and  unharmed  its  divining  rod  of  inspiration 
as  S.  Christopher  bore  the  young  Christ  above 
the  swell  of  the  torrent  and  the  rage  of  the 
tempest. 
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"  All  over  Italy  from  north  to  south  men  arose  in 
the  darkness  of  those  ages  who  became  the  guides 
and  the  torchbearers  of  an  humanity  that  had  gone 
astraj'  in  the  carnage  and  gloom. 

"  The  faith  of  Columbus  of  Genoa  gave  to  man- 
Idnd  a  new  world.  The  insight  of  Galileo  of  Pisa 
revealed  to  it  the  truth  of  its  laws  of  being.  Guido 
Monacco  of  Arezzo  bestowed  on  it  the  most  spi- 
ritual of  all  earthly  joys  by  finding  a  visible  record 
for  the  fugitive  creations  of  harmony  ere  then  im- 
palpable and  evanescent  as  the  passing  glories  of 
the  clouds.  Dante  Alighieri  taught  to  it  the  might 
of  that  vidgar  tongue  in  wliicli  the  child  babbles 
at  its  mother's  knee,  and  the  orator  leads  a 
breathless  multitude  at  his  will  to  death  or 
triumph.  Teofilo  of  Empoli,  discovered  for  it  the 
mysteries  of  colour  that  lie  in  the  mere  earths  of 
the  rocks  and  the  shores,  and  the  mere  oils  of  the 
roots  and  the  poppies.  Ai-noldo  of  Breccia  lit  for  it 
the  first  flame  of  free  opinion,  and  Amatus  of 
Breccia  perfected  for  it  the  most  delicate  and  ex- 
quisite of  all  instruments  of  sound,  which  men  of 
Cremona,  or  of  Bologna,  had  first  created, 
Maestro    Giorgio,    and    scores  of  earnest  workers 
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whose  names  are  lost  in  Pesaro  and  in  Gubbio, 
bestowed  on  it  those  homelier  treasures  of  the 
graver's  and  the  potter's  labours  which  have  carried 
the  alphabet  of  art  into  the  lowliest  home.  Bru- 
nelleschi  of  Florence  left  it  in  legacy  the  secret  of 
lifting  a  mound  of  marble  to  the  upper  air  as  easilj' 
as  a  child  can  blow  a  bubble,  and  Giordano  Brmio 
of  Nola  found  for  it  those  elements  of  philosophic 
thought,  which  have  been  perfected  into  the  clear 
and  prismatic  crystals  of  the  metaph^'sics  of  the 
Teuton  and  the  Scot. 

"  From  south  and  north,  from  east  and  west, 
they  rose,  the  ministers  and  teachers  of  mankind. 

"  From  mountain  and  from  valley,  from  fortress 
smoking  under  battle,  and  from  hamlet  laugliing 
under  vines  ;  from  her  great  wasted  cities,  fi"om 
her  small  fierce  walled  towns,  from  her  lone  sea- 
shores ravaged  by  the  galley's  of  the  Turks,  from 
her  villages  on  hill  and  plain  that  struggled  iuto 
life  through  the  invaders'  fires,  and  pushed  their 
vineshoots  over  the  tombs  of  kings,  everywhere  all 
over  her  peaceful  soil,  such  men  arose. 

"  Not  men  alone  who  Avere  great  in  a  known  art, 
thought,  or  science,  of  these  the  name  was  legion; 
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but  men  in  whose  brains,  art,  thought,  or  science 
took  new  forms,  was  born  into  new  life,  spoke  with 
new  voice,  and  sprang  full  armed  a  new  Athene. 

"  Leave  liome  aside,  I  say,  and  think  of  Italy  ; 
measure  her  gifts,  which  with  the  lavish  waste  of 
genius  she  has  flung  broadcast  in  grand  and  heed- 
less sacrifice,  and  tell  me  if  the  face  of  earth  would 
not  be  dark  and  drear  as  any  Scythian  desert  Avith- 
out  these  ? 

"  She  was  the  rose  of  the  world,  aye — so  they 
bruised  and  trampled  her,  and  yet  the  breath  of 
heaven  was  ever  in  her. 

"  She  was  the  Avorld's  nightingale,  aye — so  they 
bm*ned  her  e3'es  out  and  sheared  her  wings,  and  yet 
she  sang. 

*'  But  she  was  yet  more  than  these  :  she  was  the 
light  of  the  world  :  a  light  set  on  a  hill,  a  light  un- 
quenchable. A  light  which  through  the  darkness 
of  the  darkest  night  has  been  a  Pharos  to  the 
drowning  faiths  and  dying  hopes  of  man." 


His  voice  rings  like  the  call  of  a  trumpet  over  the 
hushed  and  awe-touched  multitude. 
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Then  it  sinks  low  as  a  summer  wind  that  steals 
over  a  titleless  sea ;  and  falls  upon  the  silence  with 
a  sound  in  its  gentleness  and  its  solemnity  that 
moves  men  like  a  prayer. 

"  We  are  Italians,"  he  says,  slowly.  "  Great  as 
the  heritage  is,  so  great  the  duty  likewise." 

Then  he  uncovers  his  head  and  stands  a  moment 
silent  in  the  moonlight.  The  people  are  silent  too, 
and  many  kneel  and  pra}-. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

LOVE    IS    ENOUGH. 


[E  comes  down  from  the  liigliest  steps  of  the 
Loggia,  his  hands  full  of  the  Hlies  and 
the  laurels.  A  mighty  shout  goes  forth 
from  all  the  city,  such  a  shout  as  a  populace  can 
only  give  when  a  great  faith  beats  in  ten  thousand 
breasts  with  the  same  pulses. 

As  he  passes  me,  I  catch  his  hand  and  touch  it 
A\ith  my  lips. 

I  worship  the  greatness  in  him  ;  I  know  it  all 
too  late ;  when  he  was  mine,  I  had  cast  him  froni 
me,  now  that  I  am  nothing,  less  than  nothing,  I 
cannot  even  lift  my  eyes  to  his.  I  cannot  claim  a 
memory  ;— that  would  be  charity. 
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So  many  touch  hiiii  as  he  goes,  he  does  not  note 
my  kiss  from  any  other's;  a  dark  veiled  figiu-e 
crouching  at  his  feet ;  how  should  he  see  me  in  tlie 
blaze  and  stir,  and  tunnilt  and  triumph  <»f  this 
festal  night  in  Florence  '? 

Ginevra  was  happier  than  I. 

He  passes  by,  not  knowing ;  ah,  dear  heaven  ! — 
can  one  be  so  near  to  any  man  one  hour,  and 
then  so  utterly  a  strangei",  and  more  alien  to  him 
than   the    stray  dog   that   brushes   by  him   in  the 

street  ? 

He  passes  by  me ;  and  tlie  crowds  seize  him, 
weeping  and  laughing,  and  lift  liim  up  on  their 
shoulders,  and  bear  him  across  the  gi-eat  piazza, 
shouting,  with  the  white  cross  flags  tossing  above 
their  heads  and  women  raining  roses  in  the  moon- 
light. 

He  has  his  art ;  his  eloquence  ;  his  power  of  the 
tongue  and  sword  ;  and  all  his  city's  love  and 
loyalty.  How  natural  it  is  he  should  forget! — 
most  natural. 

But  I  !— 

I  crouch  down  where  I  first  dropped  to  rest,  on 
the  lowest  step   of  the  Loggia.      Tlie  bright  bold 
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Perseus  keeps  watch  above,  and  the  bhick  brows  of 
the  Judith  frown  against  the  stars. 

The  square  is  left  quiet.  The  people  have 
flocked  elsewhere.  The  sounds  of  music  and  of 
mirth  are  still  loud  over  all  the  town,  and  the 
coloured  fires  flame  agamst  the  sky.  There  is  a 
sweet  odour  heavy  on  the  air  ;  the  stones  are  strewn 
with  flowers,  and  they  lie  dying  underneath  the 
moon. 

I  am  half  conscious  of  it  all ;  and  yet  it  all 
seems  far  away,  so  very  very  far. 

I  am  so  yomig,  and  j-et  my  life  is  dead. 

The  deep  chimes  toll  the  hour  more  than  once  ; 
it  is  near  midnight ;  Florence  is  still  light  as  at 
noontide.  Still  the  noise  and  the  mirth  of  the 
X^eople  are  at  theii'  height.  It  is  only  the  flowers 
that  fade ;  the  flowers  that  are  trodden  on  the 
stones. 

I  sit  with  my  head  on  my  hands,  crushed,  and 
broken,  and  bruised,  like  one  of  the  trampled 
lilies. 

I  do  not  think  of  my  fate  or  my  future.  All  I 
hear  is  the  echo  of  his  voice ;  all  I  see  is  the  life 
lost  forever.     If  I  had  been  patient,  if  I  had  been 
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ti-iie,  il'  I  liatl  bet'ii  faithful  !— but  I  thirsttMl 
for  greatness,  and  it  lias  fuiled  and  fooIe«l  nie. 
And  1  have  touched  his  hand,  I  have  Imiked  on  his 
face,  1  have  het  u  dose  tt»  him,  as  the  dust  beneath 
his  feet ;  and  vit  1  can  never  chiim  a  look  or  wonl 
again  from  liiin.  Never, — whilst  our  lives  shall  last. 
For  what  would  any  love  t^(  mine  seem  now  save 
like  the  prayer  for  alms  of  any  homeless  beggar  ? 

The  night  tlies  on  ;  the  square  is  almost  empty  ; 
the  flowers  are  dying  fast.  1  sit  there,  stupid 
with  Hiy  wretchedness  ;  the  laurels  lie  scattered  on 
the  steps  above. 

A  footfall  conies  near. 

I  shiver  and  look  up  :  I  see  him  in  the  nivin- 
liglit,  as  so  many  times  1  saw  him  in  that  glad 
summer  time  coming  through  the  silent  streets  of 
old  forsaken  cities,  or  the  poppy-sown  breadths  of 
the  cornlands. 

But  now  his  head  is  drooped  ;  his  face  is  pale 
and  dark  :  and,  as  he  goes,  instead  of  the  notes  of 
the  mandi^line  there  is  the  clash  of  his  sword  on  the 
stones. 

He  comes  across  the  piazza  ;  he  is  all  alone.  As 
he  passes  me  he  pauses  and  looks :  it  is  his  nature 
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to  be  pitiful  to  all  things.  He  only  sees  a  human 
thing  bowed  down  and  solitary,  mourning  where 
nil  others  feast. 

He  stojis  before  me,  deeming  me  a  stranger. 

"  What  ails  Vitu,"  he  asks,  "  that  you  sit  so 
■while  all  the  town  rejoices  ?  " 

I  cannot  answer  liim.  I  would  rise  and  flee  from 
Lim,  but  my  feet  feel  chained  to  the  marble. 

He  touches  me  with  gentle  compassion. 

"  Ai'e  vou  a  woman  and  young  ? — vou  son-ow  for 
some  dead  soldier  ?  " 

With  a  gi'eat  cry  I  clasp  his  knees,  and  lean  my 
Lead  against  him. 

I  sorrow  for  the  dead  indeed. 

By  some  instinct  or  thought  of  the  truth  he 
tears  the  veil  from  me,  and  lifts  my  face  to  the  light 
<jf  the  moon. 

Then — ah,  then  ! — I  hunger  no  more  for  the 
sweet  liillside  on  the  night  of  the  saints  under 
•wliite  Fiesole. 
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^TJT    I  am  nothing — ni)tliinp — nothing  ?  "" 


I  nminiiir  tt>  him,  an  hour  jiftcnvftixls, 
as  his  embrace  enfohls  me,  when  all  my 
tale  is  told. 

He  answers  me  with  a  smile. 

"  And  I  have  nothing  !  So  we  are  equal,  my 
treasure  !  Ah,  donzella  mia  !  you  have  learned 
then  to  think  with  me  that  these  are  the  fairest 
things,  after  all,  that  the  world  can  give  us. — a 
little  laughter  and  a  little  love?" 

I  wind  my  arms  about  him  where  we  stand,  and 
lean  my  cheek  on  his : 

*'  Say  rather  only,  a  little  laughter — and  a  gi-eat 
love." 

This  is  enough  indeed  :  enough,  here  and  here- 
after. A  love  gi'eater  than  death,  gi*eat  as  eternity 
itself;  a  love  that  shall  leave  earth  with  us  when 
our  souls  leave  oui*  bodies,  and  reach  its  uttenuost 
perfection  in  other  lives,  in  other  worlds  ;  a  love 
that  time  cannot  chill,  nor  any  woe  appal,  nor  God 
himself  unsever. 
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HE  town  is  white  against  the  sliadows  of 
the  niglit.  The  river  breaks  with  sea-hke 
sound  against  the  piles  of  the  ohl  gi'ey 
bridges.  The  red  cross  banners  slowly  swing  their 
Avhite  folds  on  the  wind  ;  the  populace  has  gi*own 
quieter. 

The  sliields  of  the  old  republic  brighten  their 
blazoiu'ies  in  the  moonbeams.  The  lions,  wliite 
amidst  a  gi'een  wealth  of  forest  laurel,  guard  the 
place  of  the  public  liberties. 

The  roses  and  the  lilies  lie  on  the  stones  as  on  a 
palace-floor.  By  the  water  the  people  ai'e  singing, 
untired  with  joy  and  Avith  triumph. 

Is  it  not  ever  Avith  such  things  that  one  thinks  of 
Florence  ? 

A  cloud  of  blossoms,  the  notes  of  a  lute,  the 
ripple  of  a  little  laugh  ;  the  deeper  joys  of  sighs 
that  die  in  a  caress  ;  the  far-off  echo  of  a  gay  glad 
nation's  mii-tli ;  a  sea  of  yellow  moonlight,  broad 
and  cool ;  the  stone  faces  of  fauns  and  griffins 
coiled  about  with  acanthus  foliage  ;  the  sculj)tured 
shapes  of  saints  and  prophets  reigning  over  a  frolic 
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of  masquers ;  the  fragrfliiee  of  sea   and  mountain 
blown  on    fresh    winds    tlu-ough    shadowy   marble 

ways ;  and  in  the  sacred  stillness  of  the  night,  in 
gardens  where  the  fountains  fall,  or  casements 
where  the  lucciole  are  gleaming,  the  soft  fast 
throbs  of  quickened  pulses,  the  touches  of  lovers' 
lips  in  the  silence — these  things  are  its  breath  and 
its  life,  the  City  of  Lilies,  the  Amorous  City; 
built  in  a  field  of  flowers,  on  a  midsummer  night, 
by  the  Slayer  of  the  Lion,  for  the  mother  of 
Eros ;  Florence,  the  daughter  of  gods  and  the 
queen  of  the  freedom  of  men ;  Florence,  the 
poetess  and  paradise  of 
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